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"A MASTERPIECE OF . , 

MAYHEM AND CARNAGE" 

"Steve "Unde Creepy" Barton, Dread Central 


"IF YOU WANT BLOOD... YOU'VE GOT IT!" 
"Jovanka Vuckovic, Rue Morgue Magazine 










STAINLESS STEEl PSYCHO 

Effects man Robert Hall pays tribute to ’80s slasher gore with 
Laid to Rest. 

by PHILIP BROWN 




GIEETINGSFBIMI GAMP BLOOD 

Residerrt summer camp killjoy Jason Voorhees returns In a big 
budget remake, some long-awaited reissues and a new documen- 
tary. Pack your bags and say your prayers, we’re going to Crystal 
Lake! 

by AARON VON LUPTON 


This past Febmary Lux Interior, frontman of the 
seminal swamp rock band The Cramps, passed away, 
ending a career steeped in horror and lunacy. 

Rue Morgue pays tribirte to the Icon in a recently unearthed 
interview with Lux and his long-time musical and life partner 
Poison Ivy. 

PLUS! The complete Cramps discography. 

by RODRIGO GUOINO. GREG CHANT and TOMB ORAGOMIR 

APOCALYPSE AFRICA 

For thirteen years. Resident Evil has immersed gamers 
in an epic apocalypse of zombies, mutants and corporate 
conspiracy. Now, RES takes the celebrated survival 
horror franchise deep into the heart of Africa to 
expose the root of the series’ devastabng viral 
agent. F1.US! The history of the franchise, and 
more! 

by ANDREW i^E and last chance lance 


Cannibal Corpse singer George “Corpsegrinder" Rsher talks two 
decades of atrocity, censorship and zombies, 
by THE GORE-MET 


SUFFER THE CHILDREN 

Fabrics du Welz's VInyan depicts a mind- 
bending journey that delves into madness, 
obsession and deadly offspring. 

PLUS! A roundup of new killer kid movies, 
by LIISA LADOUCEUR AND JASON LAPEYRE 


PUTTING THE DEATH IN DEATH METAL 


NOTE FROM UNDEflGROUND 
The trouble with mainstream horror. 
POST-MORTEM 

Letters from fans, readers and weirdos. 
OREADlfNES 

News highlights, horror happenings. 
THE CORONER’S REPORT 12 
Weird stats and morbid facts. 


NEEDFUL THINGS 'i 

Strange trinkets from our bazaar of the bizarre. 

CINEMACABRE 

The latest films, the newest DVDs and reissues. 
BOWEN’S BASEMENT 48 
DUGt . Freeway. 

BLOOD IN FOUR COLOURS 50 
Bluewater Productions' 

Vincent Price Presents. 


THE NINTH CIRCLE 53 

. ; ;l;ck; Seth Grahame-Smith’s 
Pride and Prejudice and Zombies. 
TRAVELOGUE OF TERROR 
Toronto’s haunted Elgin & Winter 
Garden Theatres. 

THE GORE-MET 5 
M€N'j Cat in the Brain. 


AUDIO DROME 3 
NOW PLAYING. Zombi. 

PUY DEAD 66 

— -ri The House of the 

Dead: Overkill. 
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CUSSIC CUT 

Dick Jacobs and his Orchestra ‘s 
Themes from Horror Movies., 

Photo by Rocky Schenck. rockyschenck.com, 






I love horror movies. In fact, it’s safe to say that horror movies are my favourite thing ever in- 
vented - apart from sex, tattoos, Blade Runner anti Mad Max’s Interceptor, naturally - so I get 
a little bummed out when I feel like I’m watching my beloved genre starve to death right be- 
fore my very eyes. You don’t need to be afilm critic or journalist to understand why I’m so frus- 
trated at mainstream horror cinema at the moment. Take a look for yourself: the movie theatres are 
virtually congested with substandard remakes, pointless sequels and re-imaginings so dull they make 
me want to kill myself. 

Let’s survey the recent crop of crap I’ve had to grind my teeth to get through in the last two months. 
There was The Unborn (we wish that mess of an idea had stayed that way), The Uninvited {anti totally 
unwelcome). My Bloody Valentine 3-D (which would have tanked if horror fans weren’t desperate to 
see anything in 3-D), The Day the Earth Stood Still (an incoherent and insulting redux of the 1 951 sci- 
ence fiction classic), Underworld: Rise of the Shitty CGI Werewolves and, last but not least, the mother 
of all disappointing reboots: Friday the 13th. 

Like many others, I wanted to like this movie, I truly did. And, really, how hard is it? All we craved 
was a cool new Jason, a little suspense and a little gore. Okay, we wanted a LOT of gore, because that’s 
all those movies really had going for them when you get down to bloody brass tacks. What we got in- 
stead was a bunch of annoying fist magnets who talk to themselves endlessly throughout the film and 
don’t even die well. Then, in the end, the two survivors dump the only evidence that they didn’t kill their 
friends themselves in the lake next to the summer camp that’s built on top of a mine. Really? 

During the movie (because I had nothing better to do) I found myself wondering if I’m either getting 
too old for this stuff or if mainstream horror movies are more pointless than ever. The unfortunate 
truth, I came to realize while watching the token black character attempt to jerk off to a catalogue, is 
that many of these films aren’t made for me. They're made for teenagers. That’s who the studios and 
other Hollywood moneymen fh/Mgoes to see horror films, which simply isn’t the case, as our much 
older readership demographic unequivocally proves. 

It’s unfortunate, because these ignorant people are having a detrimental effect on the way horror 
movies are made - specifically in the arena of casting. It’s why Sarah Michelle Cellar stars in the re- 
make of The Grudge (which also sucked, incidentally) instead of a thirtysomething-year-old “unknown.” 
And if a masterpiece such as The Changeling were remade today (as its been rumoured to be), I bet 
the farm that George C. Scott’s character would be a sexy young hunk with a hot wife (a la the Ami- 
tyville remake). This movie would also likely be filled with many of the current horror cliches that Dave 
Alexander outlined in his hilarious review of The Unborn last issue, and it would probably star some 
asshole from Dawson's Creek. 

This, sadly, is the state of things in mainstream horror cinema. Granted, it’s always been annoyingly 
formulaic but sometimes I wonder if anyone in Hollywood is even trying to make decent horror movies 
anymore. It seems as long as producers make their money back, they’re convinced they’ve created a 
good product. One thing I’ve learned in this business is that just because a movie made money does- 
n’t mean it was any good. Witness Friday the 13tffs second week drop off at the box office (or Hostel 
2, for that matter) for proof that the diehards went to see it open and everyone else lost interest after 
they read the reviews. 

It’s patently clear we’re in a period of recycling, a severely low point in the oscillating nature of the 
horror genre. In order for things to get better, something’s got to give - and it has to be Hollywood. In- 
stead of just waiting for the next Blair Witch Projector Sixth Sense to appear, Hollywood needs to stop 
greenlighting regurgitated, watered-down pap aimed towards teens, remakes of old or foreign films, 
and sequels to movies that were already junk in the first place. Rather, it needs to take a chance on 
someone with a new idea, because a new idea, or even a fresh take on an old standby (such as Let 
the Right One In, for example) has the capacity to rescue the genre - which has been nearly beaten 
to death - and, with any luck, get the blood pumping again. 
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AS YOU'VE no doubt heard, Mr. Lux Interior 
shuffled off this mortal coil last week on Feb. 4. 
I'm writing to ask if you can find it in your heart 
to pay tribute to the man, and perhaps to the 
legacy of The Cramps as a whole, in an upcom- 
ing issue. I realize deadlines are tight and that 
space is limited, but even if it meant waiting an 
issue or two it would be wonderful to see a mag 
of Rue Morgue's calibre and expertise illumi- 
nate his lasting contribution to horror culture. 

ADAM BARRACLOUGH - ADDRESS WITHHELD 

Done and done. We hope you enjoy the tribute, 
Adam. - Ed. 

IN SPITE OF the unflattering review my band 
received, I still feel honoured to be included in 
the pages of Rue Morgue. The review Aaron Von 
Lupton wrote is bad. I don’t mean “we got a bad 
review," 1 mean “the reviewls bad.” I am a pro- 
fessional freelance writer, having over 150 pub- 
lished articles to date. It is somewhat insulting 
when someone trashes your craft by simply 
"phoning it in" for a 100-word review. I won’t 
waste your time by going into too many details, 
but tell me if this makes sense; “We realize this 
sampler of the upcoming album Creeping 
Beauty probably doesn’t represent the band’s 
peak output, but if that’s the case, why sell it in 
the first place?” SERIOUSLY? Gee, Too Fast for 
Love wasn't Motley Crue at their peak, maybe 
they should have shelved that CD and waited 
another ten years? Was the first issue of Rue 
Morgue your peak? You sold it, correct? Sorry, 
it’s just very poor writing. 

DARREN BOYD - THE WHORROR 

The first two issues of Rue Morgue were given 
away for free. - Ed. 

IN THE JAN/FEB issue, you mention several 
perks of living in Canada in the Note from Un- 
derground. I especially appreciated the com- 
ment “lasting government support of same sex 
marriage.” As a gay man who loves horror. I’ve 
rarely felt like the horror community embraces 
anything about us (other than killing us horribly 
in movies). Sure, I know that not every horror 
fan is a single white male, testosterone-fuelled, 
T&A-loving homo-basher like every single 


forum of every horror site seems to suggest, but 
reading your comment was an awesome nod to 
the gay community. Thank you for making me 
feel welcomed at Rue Morgue, Jovanka. 

JERRY DIEGO - SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA 

CONGRATS on another stellar issue (RM#86}. 
I’m a US Peace Corps volunteer living in the 
Kingdom of Lesotho, in Southern Africa. Getting 
the latest RM mailed from the States is the 
highlight of my month. You can’t fathom my 
pleasure at reading about the South African 
Horror Film Fest going on in Cape Town around 
Halloween. By the time the event rolls around. 
I’ll have been living without electricity for almost 
a year. Even if the lineup blows, it will be worth 
it to attend a horror film festival with loads of 
other fans. Not even the Dust Devil himself 
could keep me from making it to Cape Town! 
I’m grateful to you for your splendid interna- 
tional coverage, and for putting out the greatest 
magazine on the pianeti. Peace Corps Lesotho 
loves Rue Morguel 

CULLEN WADE - MOHALES HOEK, SOUTH AFRICA 

I LOVE READING your magazine and I never 
felt that I had to write to complain about some- 
thing before until I read RM#86. As a Japanese 
Canadian 1 love all the attention that you have 
give to Japanese movies, and I love seeing them 
on the cover of your magazine. But I could not 
help but feel offended by some of the com- 
ments your writers made. In the review of Jack 
the Ripper, Jessa Sobczuk made some incor- 
rect references to this movie and tried to cate- 
gorize it simply as a violent pink film, which is 
very wrong. I don’t know where she was get- 
ting her information from but she failed to look 
past any of the blood on the screen, deciding to 
comment about “breast-slashing” and “crotch- 
gouging” but without mention of how pinku 
films could be highly intellectual. In 1 976 Japan 
was going through some tremendous changes 
which were reflected in many movies of the 
time. Maybe if she knew more about Japan she 
would see the subtle glimpses of political and 
social commentary. But instead she made an 
uncautious comment about a “wet chopstick.” 
Chopsticks are an invention of the Chinese, not 
Japanese! Very offensive to most Japanese 


people. Two pages later, in his review of The 
Watcher in the Attic, Jason Lapeyre says “say 
what you want about the Japanese." Again, that 
is so offensive to say to a culture. Why would 
you print those words to let people say what 
they want about another culture? He also says 
that Japanese people are “sexual deviants” 
which is also very wrong and very offensive. My 
guess is that you do not have any Japanese 
people or people with Japanese heritage on 
your writing staff or you would have seen just 
how offensive this is. I still like your magazine 
but I do not like this thing about it. I hope that 
you do something to apologize to fans of your 
magazine who are coming from a Japanese 
background. 

Y. AOKI - ELDINBURG, ONTARIO 

LET ME GUSH about what I love about your 
magazine - the comprehensive coverage of 
horror as a medium (print, video, audio, col- 
lectibles); the articulate way in which the ma- 
terial is presented; the massive number of 
reviews: and the range of articles that you pres- 
ent (everything from the top 50 gore movies to 
a discussion of horror’s 19th-century roots). 
You’ve hooked me. I’ll be a lifelong subscriber 
from here on out. 

JENNIFER SPARENBERG - ADDRESS WITHHELD 

I PURCHASED the Deluxe Edition of Friday 
the 13thPart3.Jt\e 3-D option is very cool but 
the upsetting part is that the audio commentary 
that was recorded for the box set is not included 
and its original ending is not included either. 
How can Paramount release a deluxe edition of 
this film and not include those two items? 

JEFF HARRINGTON - HOUSTON, TEXAS 
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NEWS HIGHLIGHTS*^ HORROR HAPPENINGS, 


FORREST ACKERMAN’S MEMORABILIA UP FOR AUCTION 


It has been called the world’s 
greatest collection of memorabilia 
from horror, science fiction and 
monster movies. And now. fans will 
get a chance to share in former Fa- 
mous Monsters editor and writer 
Forrest J Ackerman’s most impres- 
sive treasures when his estate goes 
up for auction (on April 30 and May 
1). as per Ackerman’s last will and 
testament. 

“You will really see the legacy of 
the greatest fan who ever lived.” says 
Joe Maddalena, President and CEO of 
auction house Profiles in History. A 
self-professed fan oi Famous Monsters 
who knew Forty personally. Mad- 
dalena specializes in prestigious Holly- 
wood memorabilia, among other 
collectibles. 

“We’ve been selling bits and pieces of 
Forty's collection for years, which was really his 
sole source of income.” Maddalena notes. “After 
he passed away, his estate contacted us and said 
they thought we would do the best job handling 
the entire collection.” 

Ackerman’s best friend and caretaker, Joe Moe. 
says that Ackerman didn’t want the collection to 
be preserved. 

“Forty really wanted the pieces to go to genre 
fans who would value them, take care of them and 
hopefully share them." 

Maddalena hopes the .sale will raise at least 
S500.000. which will go to a close group of Ack- 
ennan's friends who helped him throughout his 
life, in accordance with his final wishes. Thou- 
sands of items will be offered, including several 
exceptionally unique pieces of horror history, 
such as the monocle Fritz Lang used while di- 
recting Metropolis, Bela Lugosi's robe from The 
Raven and the vampire cape he wore both on 
stage and in Plan 9 from Outer Space. But the 
most desirable item is the ring worn by Lugosi in 


From Ackerman’s Vault: Bela Lugosi's Dracula ring, a vintage Frankenstein poster and a copy ofBram Stoker's 
Dracula signed by various genre celebrides. 


Dracula, a piece that Ackemian rarely took off. 

“There's never been a piece of this stature on 
the market,” advises Maddalena, who estimates 
the ring is worth S20.000 to 530,000. but may go 
for significantly more. 

Thousands of other items from Ackerman's col- 
lection will be available, many priced to give even 
fans on a modest budget a chance at buying a 
piece of fantastic film history. 

“As we’re going through the stuff, there are so 
many cool things," says Maddalena. “Forty was 
the first person to dress up and go to a con in char- 
acter. We found the Space Patrol costume he wore 
to the first World’s Science Fiction Convention in 
the 1 930s. There are also his original handwritten 
manuscripts for Famous Monsters. Then there's a 
teddy bear given to Forty by Fritz Lang. Lang had 
two of these bears specially made - one went to 


Forty, and the other he was buried with. How do 
you put a value on something like that?” 

Moe says that although he was initially sad- 
dened about the collection being sold off. he real- 
ized that it was really “Uncle Forry” himself that 
brought the memorabilia to life. 

"Without Forty sitting there telling stories and 
giving context, it really wasn't ever going to be 
like when he was alive. ... I hope that other fans 
will take comfort in knowing that part of the pur- 
pose of this sale is to preserve the experience of 
Forty’s generosity.” 

Further infonnation on the sale is available at 
profilesinhistory.com. including an auction cata- 
logue. Auction bids can be placed cither in per- 
son. via mail, phone, fax or live on the internet via 
liveauctioncers.com. 

PAUL CORUPE 





literary festival coming to Dublin 


If you’re travelling to Dublin in the spring, 
pack garlic and holy water because this April 
the historic city is welcoming vampires. 
Every year the Irish capital hosts the Dublin: 
One City. One Book festival, and Bram 
Stoker’s 1897 novel Dracula is the official 
selection for 2009. 

Now in its fourth year. One City, One Book 
is the brainchild of Dublin-area librarians, in- 
cluding Jane Alger, who had taken noted that 
similar literary events had met with great suc- 
cess in other cities, such as Seattle and New 
York. In 2006 Alger decided it was time that 
her city celebrated its rich literary history as 
well. 

"We decided to select books which have a 
connection with Dublin, either through con- 
tent or author.” Alger tells Rue Morgue. “The 
idea is to get everyone - citizens and visitors 
alike - to read and talk about the same book 
at the same time.” 

After celebrating such Irish classics as 
Jonathan Swift’s Gulliver's Travels and Se- 
bastian Barry’s ..4 Long, Long Way, the festi- 
val .organizers chose this year to explore the 
dark side of the country’s imagination. 

"For quite some time we at Dublin City Li- 
braries have wanted to highlight Dublin’s 
gothic literary her- 
itage and to ‘brand’ 
Bram Stoker as a 
Dubliner,” says Alger 
of the author, who 
spent his formative 
years in the country's 
capital. "One City, 
One Book works best 
when the selected 
book lends itself to 
activities and events. 
You can see that to a 
certain extent Drac- 
ula selected itself’ 

The month-long festival begins on April 
2nd with a dramatic re-enactment of Stoker’s 
wedding to Florence Balcombe in 1 898 at St. 
Anne’s Church. Additional events will be 
held at locations throughout the city, and in- 
clude scholarly lectures, live readings of 
gothic literature, film screenings, guided cas- 
tle tours and a chance to see Stoker’s former 


Bram Stoker's former Dublin residence, (left) Penguin's new special edition, and (below) the author. 


residence. Youngsters will have an opportu- 
nity to learn about the conquests of Vlad the 
Impaler as part of the children’s program- 
ming. while adults can do their san- 
guinary civic duty through special 
Count-sanctioned blood drives. 

The extravaganza will pro- 
vide even the most ardent 
Stoker fans with the 
chance to assess his 1897 
novel in a new light. 

Seminars will explore 
every facet of the story 
and its creator, from 
examinations of the 
family and sites that in- 
fluenced Stoker’s early 
life, to an analysis of the 
gothic literature that in- 
spired him to create his 
masterpiece. 

The guest speaker roster 
will be topped off by renowned 
Canadian Dracula scholar and 
Professor Emerita of the Memorial Uni- 
versity of Newfoundland, Dr. Elizabeth 
Miller, who closes the festival on April 28 


with a talk titled Bram Stoker’s Dracula: 
From Notes to Novel, which will detail the 
meticulous constniction of the vampire mas- 
terpiece. Even Penguin Books is cele- 
brating the novel with a special 
edition featuring One City. One 
Book commemorative cover 


Though Dublin has no 
plans to commemorate 
other horror tomes in 
the future. Alger has 
faith in this year’s se- 
lection. 

"Our theme is 
‘You’ve seen the films, 
now read the book.' In 
the past, all events have 
attracted full attendance. 
Most events are free and 
two hotels are offering spe- 
al rates. We have no doubt 
that Dracula will be a success.” 
For more information visit 
dubiinonecityonebook.ie. 

RICHARD GAVIN 





dreadcentral.com/news/30389/exclusive- 
coffin-joe-animated-short-undertaker- 
here (or Google “Coffin Joe Dread Central") 
This surreal animated short, created by Clau- 
dio Ellovich (who also handled the animation 
segments for the new Coffin Joe film Embod- 
iment ofEviti, takes viewers deep inside the 
sinister undertaker’s psychedelic lair, as one 
man desperately attempts to find and free his 
kidnapped lover. Bleak, angular and evil! 


cinesploitati(m.com 

If you can’t live witfiout horror and the sex-and-viotence 
Ifirilis of retro exploitation flicks, you need to bookmark 
this website immediately. Here you’ll find news and re- 
views, as well as loads of lurid mages - though be 
warned: many are not even remotely safe for work. 

skuliaday.biogspotcom 

Skulls are to horror fans what big belt buckles are to cow- 
boys, thus it shouldn’t come as any surprise that some- 
one’s started a blog specifically for them. Each day brings 
a new photo of a skull, whether it be a real one, or an 
artistic rendering in print on clothing, glasswear or baked 
goods - proving there’s cranium for everyone! 

robertmonetl.blogspotcom 
Robert Monell is serious about Jess Franco, so serious 
that he’s devoted his entire blog, titled ''I'm in a Jess 
Franco Slate of Mind," to the Euro-sleaze auteur, his 
works, his stars and other tangentially related subjects. 
Those who think they know Franco as well as Moneit can 
even take a stab at tiie latest OVD Quiz and claim their 
bragging rights. 

upcomingfHirrormovies.com 
Upcoming Horror Movies is one of the best online re- 
sources for finding out what genre titles are being re- 
leased and w^en. It's a shame, then, that this site is so 
duttered, and as a result, somewhat frustrating to navi- 
gate through. But, if you need the scoop on forthcoming 
fright flicks, patience pays off here. 

Compiled by MONICA S. KUEBLER 
Got a noadloll suggestion? Email a link to: rDadkill@rue-mofgue.com 



CLASSIC MONSTERS CRUISE SAILS THIS HALLO WEEIT' 

Creature feature aficionados will have 
a new way to celebrate this Halloween 
with MoiisterSplash, a classic movie 
monster-themed boat cmise to Mexico. 

Spanning four nights aboard a Royal 
Caribbean Cruise Line ship, the pre- 
miere voyage is scheduled to begin in 
San Diego on October 29, and return to 
dock on November 2. The trip includes 
cocktail parties, monster movie 
marathons and documentary screenings, 
makeup application demonstrations and 
an elaborate masquerade on Halloween 
night. 

The idea was dreamed up by cruise MonsterSplash: Actor Perry Shields as Jack Pierce making 

booking agent Chris Costello, youngest up a Frankenstein monster. 
daughter of late comedian Lou Costello. 

She teamed up with filmmaker Scott Ess- one couple will be made up as the Franken- 
raan. who has produced documentaries on stein monster and The Bride of Franken- 
pionccring makeup artists Jack Pierce, John stein, complete with costumes. 

Chambers and Dick Smith, and assisted Essman wants to stress to all potential 
Universal on various projects, including MonsterSplash guests that this is a classic 
commentary for last year’s special edition horror-themed event only, so you won’t see 
DVD of The Mummy. any knife-wielding maniacs walking around. 

"Wc pitched the concept to the people at "I think one of the big challenges will be 
Royal Caribbean, and it all came together to make people realize that they're not sign- 
pretty quickly because they loved the idea ing up for a Freddy/Jason.^Michacl Myers 
and Chris and her people loved it,” Essman type of event here." he notes. "My group 
tells Rue Moi-giie. “So 1 was brought in as doesn’t really get involved in contemporary 
a creative consultant and we planned every- horror -and for these live presentations, it’s 
thing out.” strictly about the classics.” 

Essman ’s passion for the Universal clas- Essman says he’s already received numcr- 
sics and Pierce’s memorable makeup de- ous inquiries about MonsterSplash and that 
signs led to him to write and direct a stage to avoid disappointment, deposits should be 
dramatization of the artist’s life. Essman made early to guarantee a space. All de- 
will be adapting and incorporating it into posits are 100% refundable up until the time 
the cruise’s program in a presentation titled final payment is due on August 1 5. 

Meet Jack Pierce. "People think it's a cool idea.” he says, 

“About nine years ago 1 created a classic "because not only do you have a cruise - 

monsters live show here in Pasadena. Cal- which is already a fun event - but with the 

ifomia," says Essman. "We recreated all the monsters you get to relive a part of your 
monster makeups from Pierce's career, in- childhood, which is a nice combination. You 

eluding the Frankenstein Monster, the take a four-night cruise to Mexico from one 

Bride, the Wolfman and others. So, because of the most beautiful spots in North Amer- 

of that, it was thought it would be great to ica. and when you get on the boat, you're 

integrate the cruise with some of these coming face-to-face with a Frankenstein 

makeups and presentations,” monster." 

In addition. Essman is bringing in a For more infonnation on booking a spot on 
makeup team to morph a few lucky raffle MonsterSplash. contact Chris Costello at 
winners into monsters. Someone will be Cruise Sails 818-842-9604 or 
chosen to be transfonned - complete with chrisco8l5@aol.com, 
latex appliances - into the Wolfman. while JAMES BURRELL 
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X When a young couple in India eloped this past February due to familial disapproval, the 
bride’s relatives retaliated by beheading eight members of the groom’s family and tossing 
their bodies into a river. 

X John Quincy Adams, sixth president of the United States, kept an alligator as a pet. Ac- 
cording to 7007 Random Kinds ofFactness, he was quoted as saying that he kept the rep- 
tile because he enjoyed “the spectacle of seeing guests fleeing from the room in terror. ” 

X Paraskavedekatriaphobia is defined as “a morbid, irrational fear of Friday the 13th.’’ 

X Joss Whedon [Buffy the Vampire Slayer, Angel) began his screenwriting career on the 
sitcom Roseanne. 


X One of Henry the VU’s most valued possessions was the left teg of Saint George. 

X The working title for The Texas Chainsaw Massacre was Headcheese. 

X Earlier this year, Travis, a chimpanzee who appeared in ads for Coca Cota and Old Navy, 
savagely attacked a friend of his owner, ripping apart the woman's face. Police were forced 
to shoot the chimp in order to save the victim's life. 

X While writing Dark Night of the Scarecrow, J.D. Feigelson sent eight different drafts of 
his script to Ray Bradbury before his mentor gave him a seal of approval. 

.? Up until 1 823, it was a common and legal practice in England to impale the hearts of 
those who committed suicide with stakes before burying them in unsanctified ground. 


X Winston Churchill may be best known as a former prime minister of England, but he 
also wrote and published a horror story called “Man Overboard,” which appeared in The 
Harnsworth Magazine in ^e late 1 880s. 

X. 

I Two young boys in Bensonhuret, New York were watching TV when they felt something 
shifting inside the family’s couch. When they moved the cushions to investigate, a boa con- 
strictor slithered out. The family has never owned any snakes, and it remains unclear as to 
where the reptile came from. 

X Roger Corman shot 1 960’s The Little Shop of Horrors in less than three days. 


X Mr. Xian, a rat-catcher, recently caught b|hand a six-pound, almost 30-inch long rat in 
the r^dential area of Fuzhou, China. The rc^nt turned out to be Samatra bamboo rat, the 
second largest rat species in the world. a 

Compiled by MONICA S. KUEBLER 
morbid tact? Send it through to; info@rue-morgue.com 
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KILLER CLOWNS FROM OUTER SPACE 
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"JUST WHEU YOU THIHK YOU'VE SEEH ML 
IT HAS TO OTTER. OIRECTOB OAVIO EREEORY CRARKS OP 
THE TERROR EVER HIEHER ARB RRIRES THE ROISE. 
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FROM THE Producer of The Manson Family 
AND The Executive producers of 
HENRY: PORTRAIT OF A SERIAL KILLER 


"A l\IIGHmRC CAPWRIO Olil flLM" 

■jp I 


"HAUmTimE^mEHITlESS... 
OREOFTHEVEHYEEWHEMOmLE 
Homn FUCKS HE THE YEAH." 

-Fiiusmsmiw 

ROSEAWRY IS 

NOT LIKE OTHER CHILDREN... 

In a remote village, a shocking secret 
lives on with each and every baby born. 
Now for a group of lost tourists, every 
conception of 'famiiy' wiii soon be sliced 
to pieces. And for the mysterious young 
giri named Rosemary, the most depraved 
hunger of ail is about to be fuifiiied. 


Special Features 


• A visit to Plague Town 
• The Sound of Plague Town 
Audio commentary with Director David Gregory 
& Producer Derek Curl • Trailer 
BLU-RAY EXCLUSIVE; 

• The director's first short film, SCATHED 


AVAIIABLE on DVD AND BLU-RAYMAY 12 TH 


AT LOCAL retailers ORAtWWW.DARKSKYFILMS.COM 


WWW. P LAG UETO WN.COM 

2008 DS PRODUCTIONS. All Rights Reserved. 



n HELLRAISERUMrTED 
EDITION BOX SET 

$59.97 

I Explorers in the further regions of 
, I experience rejoice: the twenty-year 

1 anniversary releases of Hellraiseranti 

I Hellhound: Hellraiser II, plus the new 
1 Blu-ray edition of the original Hell- 
i raiser, are yours for the taking in one 
i ! gorgeous Lament Configuration pack- 

{ I age. Pain and pleasure are indivisible 

' I atanchorbay.com. 


DOnOR TONGUE FIGURE 

$17.99 

Need more decor for yourtour- 
teen mile tombstone? Tom Savini’s noto- 
rious zombie physician from Day of the 
Dead is captured in all his gory glory via 
this seven-inch figure, complete with 
lengthy and lecherous rubber tongue. 
Choke on 'em at amoktime.com. 


UNIVERSAL MONSTERS 
BRACELET 

$49.00 CAD 

The clank of spectral chains is com- 
forting on a stormy night while prowl- 
ing the moors. This bracelet features a 
selection of Universal’s finest, as well 
as a rattling number of spooky charms 
to let mortals know you’re in the neigh- 
bourhood. Unchain the monsters at 
marniekat.et$y.com. 




□ 


SOURPUSS CARRYALL BAGS 

$25 

Adorned with grindhouse movie- 
inspired art from "films” such as Blood 
Bath, Zombie Killer and Horror Show, 
these black canvas carry-all bags from 
Sourpuss are ideal for hiding all of your 
gruesome goodies and toxic trinkets. Get 
carried away at sourpussclothing.com. 


All prices USD unless otherwise indicated. 
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THIS PAST FEBRUARY WV fWTCWOI?, FRONTMAN OF SEAHHAL SWAMP ROCK BAND TVt 


PASSED AWAY, ENDINE A CAREER STEEPED IN HORROR AND LUNACY. MiWPAYS TRIBUTE TO THE ICON IN A 
RECENTLY UNEARTHED INTERVIEW WITH LUX AND HIS LONG-TIME MUSICAL AND UFE PARTNER f OISOFL W. 


0 HERE'S AN OLD CLICHE IN THE ENTERTAINMENT 81Z, 

that icons are seldom like the real-life people who por- 
tray them. It's what separates the sultry Vampira from the 
private and eccentric Maila Nurmi; what differentiates 
Alice Cooper the shock rock icon from Vincent Furnier the 
Christian Republican; or the chaotic Coffin Joe from de- 
termined filmmaker Jose Mojica Marins. Oddly, this is not something that re- 
ally applied to Lux Interior, the feral half man, half monster who prowled and 
howled his way to rock and roll infamy as part of the defining cult band The 

framriR 


By the time Rue Morgue made its acquaintance with The Cramps a num- 
ber of years ago, the man who had been born in Ohio on October 21 , 1 946 as 
Erick Lee Purkhiser had already transformed himself into a werewolf zombie 
from hell who had seemingly thrown away the antidote that would bring him 
back to normalcy. Rob Zombie and Marilyn Manson may have been schooled 
in shock theatrics by Alice Cooper, but Lux Interior skipped class that day; part 
Elvis, part Ghoulardi, he may have been the world's most dangerous sexual 


The latex-clad yin to his yang, of course, was Poison Ivy Rorschach (born: 
Kristy Mariana Wallace), who he met and fell in love with in California during 


X 






“ITHItK WE IVEwl 

irogsis” 

LUXINTERIor 

We Of HORROR 


the early 70s, They married and made their way to New York in 
1975, where they formed the band. Lux took his stage name from 
a car commerciai, while ivy’s apparentiy came to her in a 
dream. 

Back in 1976 when The Cramps first started out, punk 
was in the air and everything was possible - attitude and 
concept were more important to starting a group than 
musicai ability, it was in this era of optimism that The 
Cramps were born, but rather than gravitating to the 
political (and apolitical) centre of punk, they drew from 
the fringe, a late-night retro spookshow sleaziness that 
came to define their iook and sound. Before even the 
Misfits, The Cramps were jamming their songs fuli of 
ailusions to trash cuiture and long-forgotten B-movies. 

An early moment saw them perform for patients at the Cal- 
ifornia State Mental Hospital in what would become their leg- 
endary response to Johnny Cash's concert at Folsom Prison. 

An anomaly from the start, The Cramps kicked open the cellar door 
with a series of covers, mainly record junkie obscurities from a bygone 
era. Their ongoing devotion to this lost tradition of rarities throughout their ca- 
reer eventually garnered them credit for rediscovering music that had long been 
buried. But The Cramps did something more than resurrect those sounds, they stran- 
gled them with ear-scraping guitar fuzz and gobbled them up with Interior's unmis- 
takable Saturday afternoon horror show vocals. In so doing they gave birth to 
something putridly their own: bad music for bad people. 

As the '708 croaked at the feet of the antiseptic '80s, The Cramps took their wildly 
unhinged show on the road. They began covering tunes from movies by Herschell 
Gordon Lewis and Russ Meyer, which fit well with the sexual allure of guitarist Ivy and 
a rotating number of bikini-clad vixens on bass, not to mention Lux’s crazed and 
chaotic stage performance. 

As J.H. Sasfy’s liner notes in the band’s debut 
EP proclaimed: “The Cramps don’t pummel and 
you won’t pogo. They ooze; you'll throb.” No ques- 
tion, this was a new punk and the disease was catch- 
ing; soon the imitators were imitating, eventually 
spawning psychofaiily. 

Far gone in their weird, .wild world. The Cramps never 
embraced what they fathered, and in reality no one 
managed to equal them stylistically. In a typical move, 
tiiey chose instead to further obsess over their musical 
crushes: rockabilly, surf, biker music and hard rock. 

Their sound was anti-mainstream, their hits - “Human 
Fly,” “Goo Goo Muck," “Bikini Girls With Machine Guns," 

“Eyeball in My Martini," "Big Black Witchcraft Rock” - 
were anti-hits, and always sounded best around Hal- 
loween. 

Along the way, they left their mark in a few horror movies: The 
Return of the Living Dead, Near Dark, The Texas Chainsaw Massacre 2 
and Francis Ford Coppola’s Dracula, to which Interior would lend his growling 
voice as a creature of the night. And although the albums came slow, the shows 
continued as late as November 2008, mere months before interior suddenly died 
due to an aortic dissection. 

As one writer from The Guardian noted, “It is hard to think of Lux Interior as 
dead, despite what reports say. Then again, it was always hard to think of him 
as alive. A manic ghoulish presence who slithered on stage like the somnam- 
bulist from The Cabinet of Doctor Caligari, Lux transformed rock and roll's gospel 
of sex and rebellion into a mantra of morbidity and perversion. He not only em- 
bodied the beastly instincts in ttre music, he shamanized them." 

News of Interior’s death brought us back to 2003, when The Cramps first got in 
touch with Rue Afo/gue. Apparently, they had been following the magazine and were 
happy when we noted their place within horror culture. We met in LA where they 
lived, shopped a little and then went to eat at a local Mexican restaurant. At the time, 
the band had just released Fiends of Dope Island, which would become their last 
studio album. It was an easy vibe, and Lux and Ivy spoke thoughtfully about music, 
horror, movies, comics and other stuff, and although a small segment of the inter- 
view appeared in a past Rue Morgue article about The Cramps, the interview in its 
entirety never saw the light of day until now. So here it is, in remembrance of the orig- 
inal Creature from the Black Leather Lagoon... never rest in peace. 







I’M GOING TO START WITH A QUESTION THAT 
EVERYONE ASKS ME: WHY ARE YOU SO IN LOVE 
WITH HORROR? 

Lux: ’Cause I think we were bom sick! [laughs] 

I don't know why some people like horror and 
gore. I think maybe only our psychologist would 
know. It's a really good question but it’s a mystery 
to us. we can’t figure out why people are excited 
about what they’re excited about. We're turned on 
by horror; we like getting scared, we like the ten- 
sion and we like the sex that’s in these movies but 
I'm not sure why. I know it’s not for everybody be- 
cause we notice the effect when we're on tour and 
watching these movies; once the blood starts 
flowing, people start going to their bunks. 


I HEAR YOU ARE IN POSSESSION OF A VERY 
OLD AND EXTENSIVE HORROR COMIC COL- 
LECTION. HOW LONG HAVE YOU BEEN 
COLLECTING? 

Lux: I don1 know, I hesitate to say. I've been col- 
lecting all my life. 


HOW MANY COMICS DO YOU HAVE? 

Rooms ftill. Pretty much most of them. 

Lux: We have most of the ones from the '40s and 
'50s to all the golden age stuff. It’s a pretty com- 
plete collection, all the Basil Wolverton stuff, all of 
those weird independent companies. Those small 
companies were the ones that made way-out 
comics, beyond the limits of what was really al- 
lowed - they managed to get stuff out. That stuff 
is really kind of evil stuff for kids to be reading. 
That collection is really important to us. 


HAVE YOU READ THEM ALL? 

Lux: Oh yeah. It’s interesting to go to certain is- 
sues and look at the stuff that happened. A friend 
of ours out here, he actually found - eight years 
ago - a panel in an EC comic, I think it was Tales 
From the Crypt, where there are drapes in the 
background and there is this little design that no 
one ever noticed up until the mid-1 980s or some- 
thing - the pattern on the drapes in the back- 
ground is of people in sexual positions. And you 
look at it and it looks so obvious but I don’t think 
that anybody but some de- 
viant little kid who’s looking at 
the sexy girl in the picture 
would notice the background. 

And what happened is that 
guy told us, and we told 
somebody and ftey told Russ ’ 

Cochran and he told William 

Gaines before Gaines died and 
Gaines was furious! That’s 
kind of a funny story, it is 
pretty wild because it is the 
kind of thing that you would get 
nervous about but there were all 
kinds of things like little hidden 
drawings. If you look at [Dr. 

Fredric Wertham’s 1954 polemic 
against comic books] Seduction 
of the Innocent, they show you 
how a guy’s muscle was actually 
a drawing of a pubic hair if you 
turned it upside down and looked at it. So that was 
pretty extravagantly anti-social stuff to be hap- 


pening in the ’50s when people were worried about all the moral issues of 
the day. 


SO SEDUCTION OF THE INNOCENT mSUl THAT FAR OFF THE MARK 
AFTER ALLI 

Lux: I think comics, especially the horror comics of the '50s, kind of 
spawned a kind of mindset. People you wouldn’t expect, like Paul Simon, 
Carol King, these kind of people, they talk about having their minds bent by 
these kinds of comic books. I ttiink the horror comics of the ’50s gave way 
to the pop art of the ’60s and the hippies and LSD and all that shit that 
came later. It was really the first real deviant counterculture - that’s where 
it began. 


WHO ARE THE MODERN DEVIANTS TODAY? 

Lux: Britney Spears, that’s who’s doing it today, that’s where it’s happen- 
ing! [laughs] I don't know, I’m a little worried. I know that Rolling Stone is 
saying “rock is back,” although we never thought it left - it’s back over 
there at Rolling Stone, I guess, I’m kind of feeling like maybe something is 
getting better a little bit but, boy, these are bleak times to me for deviant 
counterculture. 


I GUESS THAT’S ONE OF THE REASONS YOU'RE FASCINATED BY THE 
PAST. 

I always think it’s funny when people say, “Why do 
you like all that old stuff? You know, you’re way behind the 
'5^ times” or something. Well, we like that old stuff because 
' it’s way better than anything that’s happening now for the 

most part. Of course, we do love popular culture and the 
things happening now we have great hope for - but 
' ttiere’s no reason to forget tiie things that happened in 

■ " the past. 


YOUR MUSIC HAS APPEARED IN A NUMBER OF HOR- 
ROR MOVIES OVER THE YEARS. HOW DO YOU DECIDE 
WHICH ONES TO LEND IT TO? 

We really don’t have a policy with respect to what hor- 
ror films we license music to, it’s pretty much a case-by- 
case basis. Some movies are better than others, obviously, 
but we have no strict policy and some of our music is not 
even owned by us, so we don’t really have a say in that. 


ONE OF THE MANY LEGENDARY THINGS THAT THE 
CRAMPS DID WAS THE GIG AT THE CALIFORNIA STATE 
MENTAL HOSPITAL IN NAPA. WOULD YOU DO SOMETHING 
AS OUTRAGEOUS AS THAT AGAIN? 

Yeah, one time I tried to organize something out of a prison in the Mid- 
west, I think it was near Minneapolis or something, and that fell through. 





I’m not sure why, I never recall the details of why some- 
thing never happened. But what we really want to do is 
a gig at the Tehachapi Women’s Prison, 'cause that’s 
what Wanda Jackson sings about in “Riot In Cell Block 
#9." That would be the other dream thing besides Napa 
- The Cramps live at Hie Tehachapi, but even the men’s 
prison could be Interesting, definitely. Mental hospitals 
first, prisons next, and I don’t know what’s after diat. We 
feel part of that Johnny Cash tradition of playing for peo- 
ple who have for one reason or another come to trouble. 
We’ll come to them. It could be us, it’s afine line some- 
times how close are you to doing something that’s going 
to get you locked up for good? Who knows? 

HAVE THERE BEEN ANY CLOSE CALLS? 

Luxi I remember one time we were touring in Toronto 
and I went out to get coffee at 6 a.m. or something like 
that and this punk girl walked up and said, “Lux, what 
are you doing out here?" And I said, "Well, I'm looking for 
coffee.” And she said “There’s no place to get coffee 
right now, come over to my place and I’ll make you 
some.” We went to her house and as we were walking 
in somebody had been murdered in the apartment next 
to her, and I know that it seems like I'm making this up 
but it’s the exact truth. And they looked at me and my 
hands - first of all I wear black gloves and I always have 
black on my hands after we play, and I had big cuts on 
my hands from throwing the mic stand around. I looked 
like a big junkie in other words. And I had makeup run- 
ning down my face and everything. The cops took one 
look at me and they said, “Okay, deviant weirdo, right at 
the scene!" Rock and roll is bound trough time to be 
questioned for murders. 

WHEN YOU AREN’T TOURING, WHAT DO LUX AND IVY 
DO ON HALLOWEEN? 

Lux; Gee, I don’t hardly remember a time when we 
weren’t gigging on Halloween, but when we lived in Hol- 
lywood, Ivy would get dressed up as a sexy witch and 
. 3 : there was this stairway ttiat went down to the door out- 
i side of our apartment - we lived on the second floor - 
I and it had a handle at the top of the floor that you could 
^ pull and it would open the door at the bottom of the 
I steps. So we'd play weird theremin music, and when 
^ the kids would come they could see her through the 
<§ glass door walking down the steps, and when she got 


halfway down I would open the door f 
above, so the door would open by itself, 
scared a lot of kids. 


' IT'S BEEN FIVE YEARS SINCE YOU 
TOURED. WHY SO LONG? 

: Lux: Well, I'll try to be concise. Our first 
record company completely ignored our 
. contract and we had to sue them to get off 
the label. Our second record company went 
out of business upon the release of oui 
album; die next record company after tha 
went out of business as well; and the las 
record company we had, the owner of th 
company was arrested and the guy who toe 
- over hated our band and told us so. So after i 
of that crap we decided that none of these pe 
pie have their shit together so we’ll start c 
own record label, and that’s what we dld.Anu 
in each of these cases it took a year and a half 
of talking to lawyers and trying to get off the 
old label, and then we had to find a new 
label, and this year instead of trying to find 
a new label we just started our own and, 
boy, that’s been great for us. As near as we 
can see, me and Ivy are doing a way better 
job than any of these hot professional peo- 
ple with their staff. It’s just great. 


ARE YOU IN CONTROL OF YOUR MUSIC 
NOW MORE THAN EVER BEFORE? 

, . It doesn’t really affect it. There was only 
one time in our 27 -year history that there’s 
ever been someone from a record company at 
a recording session of ours, and that was when 
we did “Surfin’ Dead,” and that was a friend of 
ours who we enjoyed having there. But die rest 
of the time we’ve never had any discussion with 
record companies about what we should do, they 
just do what we tell them to and that works for 
us. So we’ve never had a problem that way, it 
never really has made a difference creatively. 

I READ SOMEWHERE THAT YOU WANTED 
THE CRAMPS TO BE A BAND THAT PEO- 
PLE WOULD BE AFRAID OF. 
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The Cramps’ auspicious debut of instrumental rock, 
’60s punk and psychedelia only hints at the signature 
psychobilily they later came to be known for. The liner 
notes, however, capture the vibe pretty nicely: “...the 
sound of Southern culture failing apart in a blaze of 
shudders and hiccups.” ft’s “Human Fly" and four re- 
vamped oldies - including a delirious take on the de- 
mented Trashmen tune “Surfin’ Bird" - cobbled into a 
five-track EP, which was produced by Big Star frontman 
Alex Chilton. 1® 


This debut LP features an intense minimalist approach 
with two guitars, no bass, caveman-style drumming and 


Lux Interior’s monotonous vocals drooling over honurama 
lyrics. Songs the Lord Taught Us is an art/trashabilly 
seance set to file sick sound of reverb bouncing off bat 
cave walls. Highlights; “I Was a Teenage Werewolf,’’ 
“Zombie Dance” and “TV Set,” a nas^ little ditty about 
hiding a severed head. It’s an infectious introduction to 
the band’s primordial sound. J® 


mi fsywrmic 


A slicker sound and slower tempo follows guitarist Bryan 
Gregory’s departure from the band (he was replaced by 
Kid Congo), and while tonally less intense. Psychedelic 
Jungle sW boasts plenty of prime Cramps psychobillia. 
“Voodoo Idol” shakes a stick at hypnotic punk blues, 
while “600 Goo Muck" was later featured in Texas Chain- 
saw Massacre 2. 1® 


1BS3 Of rmu 


A disturbed live set recorded at the legendary Pep- 
permint Lounge in 1983, Sme// of Fema/e showcases 
the band at the height of its primitive phase; Poison Ivy 
and Congo Powers batter the audience with swampy 
riffs and fuzzy chords, while Nick Knox bashes his 
skins without the civility of a bass player. Lux Interior, 
meanwhile, wrecks his vocal chords and (occasion- 
ally) a harmonica. Highlights include "Faster Pussy- 
cat,” “I Ain’t Nothing But a Gorehound" and “Psychotic 
Reaction."The album also includes the studio version 
of "Surfin’ Dead,” written and recorded, of course, for 
Return of the Living Dead. fiG 
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“Sheena’s in a Goth Gang," “Hypno Sex Ray" and "Wet 
Nightmare." fiG 


2003 PMw or wrc w 


After a long absence, the Cramps kick the crypt doors 
open on Rends of Dope Island wWh a me^nQ\^Mr mon- 
ster called “Big Black Witchcraft Rock" - a skuil-fractur- 
ing overture to the thirteen-song catalogue of depravity 
and madness that lies within. The Cramps remain faitti- 
ful to their religion of B-horror and psycho-sex stomped 
up in tribal beats, primal rock rhythms and nightmare- 
inducing psychedelia. Swamp rockers, rockabilly enthu- 
siasts and ghoul surfers will always owe a huge debt to 
The Cramps, and the reason why can be heard here on 
“Papa Satan Sang Louie," “Dr. Fucker MD” and “Mojo 
From Mars,” not to mention history lessons such as 
“Taboo," “Hang Up” and “Oowee Baby." G® 


2804 tev TO Haw a WONSTtt! 


This double CD on the Cramps' own label Vengeance 
compiles 1 43 minutes of early demos and live stuff from 
the clammy womb of the band’s prehistoric past. Almost 
30 years later, the Cramps still prove themseives the true 
rock ’n’ roll Bride of Frankenstein, and I can tell you that 
they are indirectly responsible for the birth of this very 
publication, so it’s time to renew vows with the coolest 
band in the history of, well, history. Tfi 
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A fifteen-cut compilation fusing Gravest Hits with 
content from Bad Music For Bad People-, two ear 
album cuts replace “TV Set” and "Uranium Rock." 


Essentially, the US version of Off the Bone, Bad Ml 
for Bad People was released a couple of years after 
band was dumped by its former label, IRS. It featu 
unreleased British B-sides, singles and other obsc 
gems such as “She Said,” which sounds like Lux try 
to sing through a mouthful of dental cotton! Also 
eluded: Cramps classic “Human Fly" ("I’ve got 96 te 
in 96 eyes”), a tear-up of Charlie Feathers’ “I Cr 
Hardly Stand It” and the iconic yellow grinning grea 
skull cover art by Stephen Blickenstaff. Tfl 


A Date With Elvis marks an important turn in the bar 
evolution. Of note is a switch in lyrical content fr 
ghoul rock to devil sex, evident in tunes such as "■ 
Hot Pearl Snatch,” “Can Your Pussy Do the Doc 
“Comfed Dames,” “(Hot Pool Of) Womanneed," “Wh; 
Inside a Girl?" and others. Ivy handles guitar and b 
duties and even sings on a breezy tongue-in-cheek t 
lad called “Kizmiaz,” as well as “Get Off The Roe 
which B-movie mavens out there will recognize as 
theme from She Devils on Wheels. m 


As the title suggests, this one was recorded one 
night in Auckland, New Zealand (in 1 986). Here, The 
Cramps’ early primitivism gives way to full-bodied 
decadence, probably as a result of a newly acquired 
bassist. Candy Dei Mar. Ivy keeps the raunch at eleven, 
however, and the opening chords of “The Hot Pearl 
Snatch” make sure things stay loud and messy. Most of 
these tunes are taken from A Date With Elvis, which 
makes Rockinnreelin... kind of a live version of that 
album, 


Stay S/cW remains one of the best-realized albums in 
the band’s career, mixing as it does early period ghoul 
rock (“Creature From the Black Leather Lagoon,” “God 
Damn Rock ’n’ Roll"), ’50s rawk (“Bop Pills,” “Daisys 
Up Your Butterfly”), sex ’n’ sin (“Bikini Girls With Ma- 
chine Guns,” “All Women are Bad”) and B-psychedelia 
(“Journey to the Center of a Girl,” “Saddle Up a Buzz 
Buzz”). Outrageous, bedevilled, loud and baaad. Stay 
S/cW features Lux at the height of his Demented Elvis 
phase. fiG 


Those who ever wondered what The Cramps would 
sound like doing biker music need wonder no more 
with Look Mom, No Head!, a riotous party of leather 
and chrome. Gone are bassist Candy Del Mar and 


long-time drummer Nick Knox, to be replaced by Slim 
Chance and guest drummer Nick Sclavunos (from 
Nick Cave's Bad Seeds band). Led by Lux and Ivy, the 
foursome strikes hard stomp rock 'n’ roll done up real 
bad - an overture to a decade that, ironically, would 
give us political correctness. Tfi 


Less horror-fried than previous records, Flamejob 
oozes with slick licks and bombastic production, cour- 
tesy of Beach Boys engineer Earle Mankey, who en- 
hances the psychobilly sound with cleaner bass lines, 
more defined drums and emphasis on Poison Ivy’s 
jangly cowpunk guitar. Standout cuts include “Mean 
Machine," “Ultra Twist" and “Nest of the Cuckoo Bird." 
Lyrically it’s pretty much all sex, drugs and double en- 
tendre on Flamejob, which features a plll-poppin’ drug 
anthem (“Let’s get Fucked Up") and a threadbare 
cover of “Route 66." Tfi 


From ttie guttural howl of “Cramp Stomp,” it’s obvious 
that Lux, Ivy and co. are still in the business of scaring 
people on this record. Overall, Big Beat From Badsville 
retreads some of the material already covered in earlier 
efforts (notably Flamejob) but there are still definite 
highlights: “God Monster,” “It Thing Hard-On,” 













Weil, we don’t put up with shit and we demand respect 
because we feel like we always want to have integrity in what 
we do. We observed from other bands we know, and in the 
early days how we were being treated - we saw that a lot of 
people treat rock and roll bands like they’re morons and have 
no brains, which is true in a lot of cases but isn't true in our 
case. It’s kind of like this; we feel that we’re representatives of 
a subculture we spawned. Our fans are people like us, and 
when somebody tries to make The Cramps into something less 
important or one more band or something like that, we won’t 
stand for that. There’s a lot going against any rock and roll 
band and we see it as we have to defend what we stand for - 
it’s just as important as anything else. 


WHAT ARE THE ESSENTIAL ELEMENTS OF THE POISON IVY 
GUITAR SOUND? 

I always ty to be as sparse as t can in my own playing; I 
always think of what I can take away. I do like music to be 
dramatic with the least amount of moods and the least amount 
of transitions. How can 1 strip it down to its bones and sfill have 
it naked and bony? It’s weird, because my playing is tough and 
violent but there is some kind of girly quality about it, but not 
like the horrible cliche that it's weaker. I think in my playing 
there’s a beauty - a prettiness to it - that you could say is a 
girly aspect. I don’t think it’s just because I’m a girl, I think it’s 
because Lux and I both have Venus as strong elements in our 
astrology, and Venus is the planet of beauty, and so I think 
however messy and wild we get. we always make sure that 
we start out [beautiful] before we get messed up. 


THE CRAMPS FOUNT OF INSPIRATION HAS ALWAYS BEEN 
OBSCURE HORROR AND BURLESQUE. WHAT FASCINATES 
YOU ABOUT SEXPLOITATION AND B-HORROR? 

■; Lux: I guess because there's a high level of honesty and 
real personal creativity that went into those horror 
movies. It's more interesting because these things are 
like what we consider folk art, they’re things that 
real people have an idea of, and real people 
make happen, as opposed to when someone 
makes a movie today and you've gotta go 
and have a meeting with twelve ac- 
countants and fifteen lawyers or 
something, and before long the 
movie doesn’t make any sense at 
all, Herschell Gordon Lewis - 
here's somebody who’s made 30 
movies, and it was him and his 
friend Dave Friedman, basically, who did all this 
stuff. And these movies are more valuable today 
than a lot of major motion pictures because 
they’re real. The women in his pictures were prob- 
ably wearing clothes that they bought and not 
something some team of costume designers came 
up with, and they were filmed in places that really 
existed, I think it’s so much more interesting be- 
cause you’re actually seeing a view of real life, and 
that’s not something you get easily. 


HOW DO YT)U SEE YOUR LATEST ALBUM, FIENDS 
FROM DOPE ISLAND, IN TERMS OF YOUR HISTORY? 
I think the only thing that makes this album different for 
us is that we finally said, “that’s it - we don't have to pay at- 
tention to anybody else, we can just do what we want." I can’t 
help to think that made us more focussed and less confused 
by a bunch of people yapping at us, which we've never tried 
to let influence us in the past anyway. We’ve always been her- 
mits, and with this album we were really able to be hermits 
about it. 


HOW DO YOU GO ABOUT PUTTING TOGETHER THE ART- 
WORK FOR YOUR ALBUMS? 

Lux: Rocky Schenck does art on some of our back cover pho- 
tos. and he directed some videos from Stay Sick!, “Bikini Girls 
With Machine Guns” and “Creature From the Black Leather 
Lagoon." He is a friend of ours; he’s become a big video di- 
rector but he started out with old-style Hollywood glamour 
photography in that film noir style and he would shoot the 
cover for Fiends of Dope Island and make it look like a photo 
from the ’20s. It was our concept, 

!•. , That whole scene, that was Rocky's living room, where 
we put branches and fake Spanish moss, and Rocky is really 
good at lighting things. 


I NOTICE THAT LUX OCCASIONALLY GETS PHOTO CREDITS 
ON THE ALBUMS, THOUGH. 

i' V Lux just loves to take photos of me. And I like to look at 
him.S 
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Welcome o seeker of horror and wonderment! 

Step inside the tent and peruse objects from beyond space and time; 
Ogle oodles of oddities & Revel in exotic wares from the Dreamlands. 
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— J.L. Bourne, author of Day 
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I F THERE'S ONE THING THAT THE RESIDENT EVIL GAMES HAVE 
TAUGHT US, IT'S HOW FUN IT IS TO KlU ZOMBIES AND OTHER 
TWISTED MUTATIONS. IN THE THIRTEEN YEARS SINCE THE 

original title’s release, ttie Japanese franchise has erupted into a global phenome- 
non that has spawned nineteen terrifying video games, three live-action movies, an 
animated feature, a line of action figures, a series of novels, a monthly comic book 
and even an energy drink. 

“Capcom has been creating games with zombies for over 
fifteen years now," says Chris Kramer. Senior Director of XBOX 360 
Communications and Community at Capcom. "But in the last 
five or six years we’ve seen a huge upswing in the appear- 
ance of zombies as protagonists in games, as well as in film, 

TV, comics and boote. The key to the success of ttie /?£ fran- 
chise, however, is that zombies aren’t just popular with 
Japanese gamers, but tap into a much broader spectrum of 
people looking to be entertained and frightened.” 

Since its inception, the Resident Evil senes has attracted 
gamers who hunger for more than just a straight-up shooter. 

The intriguing survival horror/adventure plotline and state- 
of-the-art graphics have made the video game franchise 
synonymous with the kind of entertainment that genre fans 
desperately yearn for. Whether you are being attacked by a 
horde of zombies deep within the bowels of a secret re- 
search facility or battling a giant mutated dragonfly in the 
middle of Antarctica, the tales that play out in the games are 
uniformly fresh, loaded with gruesome adversaries and 
frights aplenty. 

The recently released Resident Evil 5 comes just over four years after the previ- 
ous installment, RE4, reinvented the franchise by moving away from the typical slow- 
moving, flesh-eating zombies that had proliferated all of the previous games. Instead, 
players were introduced to a completely new type of enemy; los ganados. Loosely 
translated as “the herd,” this new threat featured gangs of villagers infected with 


mind-controlling parasites that turned them into mindless killers ttiat are much more 
resourceful than the lumbering undead. 

"While the RE series has traditionally been identified with zombies, with RE4 and 
now with RES, we’ve been moving away from the stereotypical shambling undead 
menaces and more towards infected humans, animals and genetic monstrosities," 
says Kramer. “[These] enemies, which are referred to as majinl-a Swahili word 
meaning ‘evil spirits’ - have been forcibly infected against their will with a virus that 
turns them into maddened, blood-crazed mutants. They still 
retain elements of flieir human intelligence, which is why tiiey 
move and react faster than zombies traditionally would, and 
it also explains why they’re able to use weapons and drive 
vehicles. Our majini are much closer to the infected people 
from 28 Days Laterthan, say, the zombies of Dawn of the 
Dead." 

in RES, players once again assume the identity of Chris 
Redfield, the former Raccoon City S.T.A.R.S. (Special Tactics 
And Rescue Service) member who first appeared in the orig- • 
inal RE game, as well as Resident Evil: Code: Veronica and 
Resident Evil: The Umbrella Chronicles. This time, he’s dis- 
patched to the fictional African country of Kijuju, where he 
teams up with fellow agent Sheva Alomar to track down die 
origin of the T-Virus, the deadly agent that the Umbrella Cor- 1 
poration unleashed on the innocent inhabitants of Raccoon 
City a decade earlier. 

Fighting for survival in the harsh sunlight of Kijuju’s majinh 
infested cities is a far cry from the perpetually gloomy, mist- 
shrouded streets of Raccoon City. It’s here, and in other 
environments such as an oil refinery, abandoned mine and an assembly area where 
public executions are conducted by a frightening behemoth wielding a gigantic axe, 
that players must battle for their lives. 

“The team decided to set this game in Africa to both showcase technology and 
wrap up some loose plot threads that have been dangling over the RE storyline for 
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more than a decade,” explains Kramer. "On the tech side, the 
developers wanted to take advantage of the current genera- 
tion of game consoles’ graphical prowess by producing 
spectacular real-time lighting effects and giving sunlight ex- 
teriors a hard, bright glare that makes the daylight as omi- 
nous as the shadows." 

Indeed, the blinding sunlight is an enemy in and of itself; 
when players move from areas of extreme darkness into the 
open (or vice versa) they have to wait until their character’s 
eyes adjust before they can see clearly again. This new dy- 
namic makes your character vulnerable to enemy attack and 
notches up the suspense of moving into an unexplored re- 
gion. But move you must, as lingering in any one spot for 
too long attracts hordes of enemies. 

While original fif game designer Shinji Mikami was heav- 
ily influenced by Romero’s Living Dead movies, the design- 
ers of RES. headed by Chief Producer Jun Takeuchi, decided 
to model a great deal of the look and feel of the latest sequel 
after Ridley Scott’s film Blackhawk Down. This influence is 
apparent in the intense combat scenarios that players face 
while traversing the cities’ myriad labyrinthine slums. 

RES once again utilizes the same over-the-shoulder per- 
spective as RE4. It also boasts a brand new real-time inventory 
system, which means that players can no longer pause the 
game to change weapons or use an item. Although some may 
dislike this update (which was also used in last year's Alone in 
the Dark reboot), the inability to pause ramps up the fright fac- 
tor, especially when you’re in the middle of a particularly fran- 
tic attack. 

Aside from the majini, the game also features an entirely 
new lineup of terrifying monsters. 

“I am endlessly disgusted by a new enemy type called kip- 
ipepo," confesses Kramer, “which is a flying [creature] that will 
often spawn out of the bloody neck stump of an enemy after a 
player scores a headshot. Moments after the baddie’s head 
disintegrates in a fine pink mist, this weird, webby, squirmy 
creature literally forces itself through the remaining neck 
stump, spreads its wings and flies right towards your face." 

Joining the kipipepo is an assortment of infected animals, in- 
cluding dogs, lions, elephants and giant crocodiles. There are 
also a number of horrifically mutated monstrosities, such as a 
gigantic bat/scorpion hybrid and a Lovecraftian nightmare 
called the Kraken, which latches onto players with its power- 
ful tentacles. 

Regardless of whether or not gamers try to defend them- 
selves, or choose to go on the offensive, they’re going to be 
leaving a bloody swath behind them as they shoot, burn, stab 
and explode anyone and anything that’s blocking their paths. 
Each shot that finds its mark releases a jet of blood from the 
newly inflicted wound, while the high-octane, pulse-pounding 
batdes literally leave a mess of severed heads, limbs and other 
assorted body parts in their wake. 

All of this is realized via REs most photo-realistic graphics 
to date. The background environments are painstakingly de- 
tailed and fully destructible, meaning that, as with Dead Rising, 
players are able to use almost anything they find on the ground 
as a weapon, from a jagged piece of lumbertoa lead pipe. 


The game’s characters also share 
this ultra-realistic look and feel. In 
order to achieve Vn\s, -Pulse director 
Jim Sonzero was hired to bring all of 
the action sequences to life. He subse- 
quently moved the production out of Japan 
and into Hollywood, where he had live tal- 
ent act out the various scenes in a mo- 
tion-control studio. He even went so far 
as filming the actors voicing all of the 
game’s dialogue in order to capture 
their facial movements, which were 
then utilized for the computer-ani- 
mated characters. 

Lastly, music has always played an 
important role in establishing the tone of 
the franchise’s games and heightening the 
aural experience of the players. RES is no 
exception; its impressive graphic design 
perfectly complemented by an equally im- 
pressive soundtrack. For the latest installment, 
audio director Kota Suzuki created an epic, har- 
rowing score for the game by employing a 103- 
piece orchestra and, for the first time in the history 
of the franchise, adding an original theme song 
which features Senegalese vocalist Oulimata Niang, 
whose mournful wailing is chilling. 

With its new storyline, gameplay ele- 
ments, music and monsters, RES is 
poised to become a standout ad- 
dition to the survival horror 
chise. When asked why he 
the series has become so popu- 
lar, Kramer is quick to point out 
REs technical proficiencies 
track record, before adding; 
what it all comes down to in 
end is that people just love to be 
scared.” 9 


Resident Enemies: (top 
bottom) A behemoth, a 
kipipepo and a giant 
bat/scorpian hybrid. 
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I N MANY WAYS, THE SUCaSS OF 
THE RESIDENT EVIL GAMING FRAN- 
OIISE IS SIMPLY MIND-B0GGUN6. 

It has sold over 34 million copies, won a mul- 
titude of awards and has become the num- 
ber one selling survival horror game in the 
world. With the release of Resident Evil 5. 
there are now a total of nineteen titles for 
players to tackle, including various offshoots 
and special editions. Even though it didn’t re- 
lease the first widely available survival horror 
game - that honour goes to Infogrames/ln- 
terplay for 1 992’s Alone in the Darl((RMM4i 
- /?es/cfenf £w/ publisher Capcom is still re- 
sponsible for coining the marketing term 
“survival horror," which it used when the 
franchise debuted back in 1996. Influenced 


by horror movies in his native Japan, as well 
as cult classics such as Romero’s Night of 
the Living Dead, game designer Shinji 
Mikami was hired by the company to design 
a game based on an earlier Capcom title, 
1989’s Sufto Homu {Sweet Home), which 
saw players moving through a haunted man- 
sion trying to take photographs of a precious 
art collection. Mikami developed Resident 
Evil, which is known as Biohazard in Japan, 
with the intent of immersing players in a 
dark, claustrophobic world populated with 
dripping zombies and all kinds of twisted 
aberrations. Join us as we take a closer look 
at the six core titles that shaped REs chilling 
world and made it a household name on both 
sides of the ocean. 


This is the title that started it all. Generally considered to be an overnight classic by 
fans and critics alike, it’s set in the fictional Midwestern American locate of Raccoon City. 

Here, players can take on the identity of either Chris Redfield or Jill Valentine; both 
members of elite police squad S.T.A.R.S. {Special Tactics and Rescue Service), 
is sent to investigate a number of murders reportedly involving cannibalism. Their in- 
vestigation leads them to a mansion where they uncover startling evi- 
dence that a research company called the Umbrella Corporation has 
released a viral agent, known as the T-Virus, into the area, which is mu- 
tating people and animals into flesh-eating zombies. 

Designed as a third-person shooter, this is the only title in the entire 
series that feahjres live-action opening and ending sequences. 
Gameplay consists of moving a 3-D character across a pre-rendered 
2-D background, while your view of the game depends upon predetermined camera angles. 
Players collect weapons and ammunition, as well as first-aid sprays and coloured herbs that 
can be combined to create health boosts. Enemies include slow-moving human zombies, 
crows, snakes, wasps and a frightening assortment of mutated reptiles, giant spiders, pissed- 
off sharks, carnivorous plants and the infamous inside-out Doberman attack hounds. 

Even though it suffers from a frustrating save system and lengthy load times, flf stands the 
test of time because it focuses on exploration, puzzles and an engrossing narrative rather 
than just killing. Its remarkable unpredictability gives it high replay value to this day. 
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After the success of the original RE, other game 
developers were quick to reiease their own sur- 
vival horror titles, such as 1997’s Nightmare Crea- 
tures and Enemy Zero. Naturally, Capcom was 
eager to develop a sequel, and 
after several lengthy development 
delays RE2 hit store shelves in 
early 1998. 

Set just over two months after 
the original story, Raccoon City is 
now compietely infected by the T- 
Virus, which has leaked into the 
city's sewer system. In this outing, 
gamers can either play as Claire Redfield, who is 
looking for her missing brother (Chris, from the 
original title), or Leon Kennedy, a rookie cop on his 
first day of duty on the Raccoon City Police Force. 

Gameplay is almost exactly the same as in the 
original: players once again battle zombies and col- 
lect items, all while trying to find a way out of the 
zombie-infested city. Along the way they discover a 
secret underground research facility and must battle 
against a virologist who has infected himself wiUi a 
new strain of the virus called the G-Vims, which has 
transformed him into a gelatinous fleshy blob bris- 
tling with razor-sharp spikes and flailing tentacles. 

Though It suffers from many of the same annoy- 
ing shortfalls (slow load times and system save prob- 
lems) as its predecessor, RE2 is still a remarkable 
success. This is partially due to the fact that, like the 
original, RE2 isn’t just a straightforward shooter since 
players need to use both guns and brains to beat this 
game. Sales in the US alone shattered industry 
records, with nearly 400,000 units sold during its re- 
lease weekend, grossing over $19 million. To 
date, RE2 has sold nearly five million copies 
of the Playstation version alone. 




Nemesis picks up the action 24 hours after 
the events of RE2. Players once again assume 
the role of Jill Valentine, who quit the S.T.A.R.S. 
team after the events of the first game. In this 
installment, players collect various parts re- 
quired to repair a tram that will take her out of 
Raccoon Cify while battling the usual assort- 
ment of zombies, as well as new, devastatingly 
powerful humanoid mutations called T-1 03s. 

The most challenging creature that players 
must face here, though. Is the titular Nemesis. 
This hulking giant is not only next to Impossible 
to fight in regular 
melee combat, but 
can use high-pow- 
ered weaponry, 
which makes it a 
very difficult oppo- 
nent. At the end of 
the game, Jill man- 
ages to escape by 
helicopter just as 
the US Govern- 
ment, In an at- 
tempt to contain 
the outbreak, sends a nuclear missile to deci- 
mate Raccoon City once and for all. 

For Nemesis, developers incorporated a few 
new character controls, including the ability to 
dodge and make a quick 180-degree turn. 
Health packs and the ability to reioad a game 
also appeared for the first time, while a re- 
vamped Al system made enemies 
smarter and much more deadly. Al- 
though RE3 is a far shorter game 
than its predecessors, its rad- 
ically improved graphics, 
reduced load times and 
wicked new auto-aim 
feature were ali wel- 
come additions. These 
improvements heiped 
jack the game’s fright 
factor to whole new 
levels of pants-shit- 
ting terror. 

However, 1999 
proved to be a 
watershed 
year for sur- 
vival horror 
video games 

and Nemesis faced stiff 
competition from various 
copycat titles, including 
Castlevania, Clock Tower 2 
and Silent Hill. As a result, 
it has only sold three-and- 
a-half million copies to 
date. 


NINTENDO Gi^ECUBE, PS2, SEGA DflEAMCAST 


With innovative new games such as Fear Effect, 
House of the Dead 2 and Dino Crisis \umg gamers 
away, Capcom developers had to bring something 
new to the table to keep the RE franchise relevant. 
As a result, flfCVis the first sequel to move away 
from pre-rendered 2-D backgrounds, offering in- 
stead a brilliantly crafted 
3-D environment. Unfortu- 
nately, even though it fea- 
tures some of the best CG 
sequences available at the 
time, the camera angles, 
though slightly tweaked, 
are still maddeningly pre- 
determined. RECV does, 
however, update the user controls to allow play- 
ers to wield two handguns at the same time, en- 
abling them to fire at two different opponents 
simultaneously. 

In this title, set three months after the destruction 
of Raccoon City, gamers once again assume the role 
of Claire Redfield, whose search for her brother 
leads her not only to France, but to a small island off 
the coast of Argentina and a secret Umbrella Cor- 
poration research facility in Antarctica. Dur- 


the journey she must battle 
zombies, giant worms, electrically 
charged mutant salamanders 
and behemoth black widow 
spiders, as well as contend 
an insane, genetically 
altered brother-and-sister 
team which subjects 
Claire to a series of 
sadistic games in the 
family’s opulent man- 
sion. 

Although critics 
hailed it as one of the 
most visually stunning games on the 
market and fans of the series appreci- 
ated the fact that it tied up a lot of the 
loose ends from the previous titles, 
its sales did not reflect its acclaim, 
and it has only moved three million 
units to date. 


Resident Evil 3's titular monster. 
Nemesis. 
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Taking place between the events of Resident 
Evil 4 and 5, Degeneration marks video game 
developer Capcom’s first foray into feature 
films. The digitally animated movie is set seven 
years after the destruction of Raccoon City and 
the dismantling of the Umbrella Corporation (the 
pharmaceutical research company that engi- 
neered the zombie-creating T-Virus), and opens 
with a spectacular scene in which a fully loaded 
jumbo jet crashes into an airport terminal, dis- 
gorging a horde of infected passengers. 

Also surviving the crash is Claire Redfield (of 
RE2i. who now works as an ecological advocate 
but must team up with special agent Leon 
Kennedy in order to 
escape the crash 
site. Along the way, 
they uncover a 
government con- 
spiracy that leads 
them to the offices 
of WilPharma, a 
new company that 
claims to have de- 
veloped a vaccine 
against the devas- 
tating T-Virus. 

While Degenera- 
dorfs script comes off as a bit pedantic at times, 
fans will undoubtedly rejoice over file copious 
amount of spilled blood, as well as the film’s 
slick, polished look. In fact, they may even find 
themselves unconsciously reaching for their 
game controllers, as the realistic animation is 
so reminiscent of the cut-scenes featured in the 
games and both Alyson Court {Resident Evil: 
Ckxle: Veronica) and Paul Mercier (Resident Evil 
4) reprise their roles here. 

The DVD is packed with extras, including 
audio bloopers, a /?E5game preview and an in- 
depth look at how novice director Makoto 
Kamiya used live actors in a motion-control stu- 
dio to make the action in Degeneration as real- 
istic as possible. Fans of the live-action frilogy 
may be disappointed that Degeneration lacks 
the perky performance of Miila Jovovich and her 
ample, urn, assets, but honestly, this is how the 
RE movies should have looked from the get-go. 

LAST CHANCE LANCE 
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Hoping to cash in on the release of the live-action 
Resident Evil movie, this prequel is set one day prior 
to the events of the original RE game. It follows Re- 
becca Chambers, a S.T.A.R.S. squad member who 
has just survived a helicopter crash in the mountains. 

Nearby, she discovers an es- 
caped prisoner, former marine 
Billy Coen, in an abandoned 
train filled with zombies. 

What sets this title apart 
from the previous outings is its 
new “partner zapping” system, 
which enables players to 
switch between characters on 
the fly. This is necessary, as 
each character has specialized abilities that can only 
be used in certain areas. For example, Rebecca 
can mix chemicals and navigate through tight 
spaces, while Billy can move the heavy stuff 
and has a lighter, which he can use to Ig- 
nite objects. 

Here, players battle oversized scorpi- 
ons, centipedes, bats and a giant bul- 
let-proof leech, as well as the fiend 
responsible for unleashing the T-Virus 
in the first place. 

Though the graphics are cutting 
edge and the new enemies extremely 
freaky-looking, RED is plagued with 
user control issues, problematic cam- 
era angles and a frustrating inventory 
system. Furthermore, the partner zapping 
system tends to be more of an inconven- 
ience than an enhancement. 

Fans of the franchise were extremely 
disappointed by this release, and many 
considered it an unwanted retread of old 
material. It was also the poorest selling title 
of all the core games. 
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After the dismal performance of RED. developers 
spent several years trying to come up with a new di- 
rection for the franchise. The second iive-action movie, 
Resident Evil: Apocalypse, which h it theatres the year 
before, had basically followed the plot of Nemesis. 
After several false starts that saw a number of ideas 
rejected, plus one altered and released as a title in ttie 
Devil May Cry franchise, Capcom once again called 
upon Mikami to take 
the helm and steer 
the franchise back 
onto the path of com- 
merciai success. 

The final product is 
a game set six years 
after the destruction 
of Raccoon City and 
the apparent coiiapse 
of the Umbreiia Cor- 
poration. Leon 
Kennedy returns as a 
special agent who is dispatched to an unspecified Eu- 
ropean country to rescue the US President’s daughter, 
who has been kidnapped by a dangerous cult called 
Los llluminados. 

RE4 revolutionized the way that third-person shoot- 
ers look and play. Presented in a crisp, cinematic let- 
terbox format, it features drastically reduced loading 
times, a unique over-the-shoulder POV and, for the first 
time, fully controllable camera angles. Ammunition and 
health boosts are much more abundant, while inven- 
tory systems have been overhauled to allow players 
to carry more items. Combat is also significantly im- 
proved with the inclusion of laser-sighted weaponry 
and selective targeting, meaning players can now 
shoot enemies in the leg to drop them to the ground. 

Most notable, though, 
is a radical departure 
that could have sunk 
the franchise forever: 
this is the first RE title 
that doesn’t feature 
any flesh-eating 
zombies! Instead, 
players battle los 
ganados, a group of hu- 
mans infected with a 
brain parasite - a conceit 
that grants them the ability to climb and 
use weapons. 

After selling 500,000 copies in the first 
few months of its release and garner- 
ing numerous awards, including best 
game and best graphics at Spike TV’s 
2005 awards show, it has be- 
come Capcom’s second best- 
selling title of all time.9 


Resident Evil 4 's 
Leon Kennedy. 
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“Without question one of the best fiims 
that has come out of Japan recentiy.” 
— MIDNiGHT EYE.COM 
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"When dies a hcul death, the spirit becomes 

confused. It becomes angn'. It becomes 'vinyan. 

S THE ABOVE QUOTE FROM THE VmiVTRAILER 

suggests, there are many angry spirits in Thailand. As viewers 
of Asian horror cinema can certainly attest, vengeful, rest- 
less, black magic-wielding ghosts haunt almost every Thai genre picture 
that wafts across to our shores. Curious, then, that none have addressed 
what must be the greatest source of vinyan in recent memory. 

On December 26, 2004 the world awoke to news of one of the deadliest 
natural disasters in history: a massive tsunami had washed away more than 
225,000 people across South Asia, leaving countless others displaced, en- 
tire population centres destroyed. This harrowing event prompted Belgian 
filmmaker Fabrice du Welz [Caivaire) to go to Thailand and make a horror 
film that explores the emotional devastation left in its wake. His Vinyan is 
an Apocalypse Now meets Lord of the Flies and Don’t Look Now descent 
into a hellish jungle populated by malevolent spirits. 

It follows European couple Jeanne and Paul Belman (Emmanuelle Beart, 
Ruftis Sewell), who are devastated by the loss of their son, Joshua. Six months 


after his disappearance in the tsunami, a clue emerges that he may still be 
alive in a remote village somewhere in Burma. The Belmans follow this lead 
beyond the point of reason, pushing deeper into the heart of darkness and 
battling terrors of the body and mind that include hostile terrain, underworld 
crime lords and a mysterious tribe of feral children. 

Despite the dominating ghostly atmosphere, this is not another Asian ghost- 
in-the-well story. And its focus on tourists at the mercy of a foreign menace 
bears no resemblance to Hostel, Touristas or The Ruins. The film most closely 
related to l/znyar? is the 1976 Spanish cult picture WhoCanKillaChild?byUai- 
ciso Ib^ez Semador, in which an English couple on holiday discovers an is- 
land of killer kids. This is no coincidence. 

“I was trying to remake it, but I was unable to secure the rights," explains 
du Welz by phone from Paris. “I remember the first time I saw the movie on 
VHS long ago, I was astonished. Serrador’s film is unique and 1 love it pas- 
sionately. Who Can Kill a CMtf? could be a great remake, in good hands it 
could be extraordinary - in my view, much better than all those Craven re- 
makes, [the new] Halloween, Friday the 13thar\6 the TCMprequei or sequel. 
But getting the Serrador film rights is impossible. ... I know that I’m not the only 
one who has tried." 
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A few weeks after his quest fell through, the Asian tsunami hit. Widespread 
media coverage of the catastrophe left du Weiz feeling “uncomfortable” with 
Western media’s unequai treatment of the dead or missing, often slanting 
their sympathies towards the lost children of tourists rather than the locals. 
With the idea of a couple looking for their only child starting to percoiate, he 
travelled to Thailand to witness the situation for himself. It was there that he 
developed Vinyan's central theme: obsession. 

Those familiar with du Welz’s 2004 debut Calvaire may suspect the direc- 
tor has a few obsessions of his own, such as creating characters tormented 
by extreme grief, and the expioration of ever-worsening mental states. His 
latest could have also used the alternate title for Calvaire. The Ordeal. But 
while Calvalre's horror was situated strictly in a masculine sphere and used 
black humour to temper its masochistic violence, Vinyan is a motherlode of 
hopelessness. 

“Some people who really like Ca/va/re expected a lot from Vinyan, like they 
were waiting for Calvaire 2,” says du Welz. “These are two completely differ- 
ent movies. Calvairems a masculine film, about tie masculine aspect of my- 
self. With Vinyan, I wanted to reach the feminine side. It is about a woman who 
can’t accept her child’s death, her journey, her obsession with this one kid 


mother and child. It’s also a more experimental film. It is a non-realistic movie 
with a very realistic start that asks, ‘How can you deliver yourself from grief?' 
For this character, it is only through madness.” 

Vinyaifs experiments begin with the opening titles, an extended underwa- 
ter sequence that turns the screen blood red. complete with disorienting noise 
from French electronic composer Francois Eudes-Chanfrault {High Tension, 
Inside) rising like a tide. The colour crimson guides us first through the vivid, 
feverish chaos of a Bangkok sex district at night, brought to life by cine- 
matographer Benoit Debie {Calvaire, Caspar Noe’s In-eversible). but by the 
time the couple hops a boat to Burma it’s nothing but fog, torrential rains and 
mud, ail colour draining away as they penefrate the ghostly interior. (As du 
Welz says, “This is a different view of Thailand. This is not The Beach.") 

Jeanne is so damaged that it’s possible her entire existence is questionable 
from the start. But wherever the line is crossed, this time it’s not the dead 
penetrating our world that we need to be afraid of. 

“I consider this a ghost story where ttie living could be dead and the dead 
could be alive,” explains the director. “The living enter the world of the dead, 
where they are contaminated by the fantastic. Slowly they are absorbed. And 
by the third act, it’s completely a mentel movie.” 



until she is delivered into many kids. The Mental trauma is paramount throughout the film, which creeps along at a 
fundamental link is between slow pace practically devoid of plot twists, methodically inching its way down- 
ward towards a complete breakdown. So despite the early release of photo- 
graphs from the set implying some kind of bloody jungle picture in the vein of 
•' Cannibal Holocaust, Vinyarfs gore is limited to a few nasty scenes - includ- 
ing a particularly graphic disembowelment. Rather, its terror comes from 
the unabashed use of a clan of vicious killer kids that recalls Village of 
ik the Damned or The Brood. 

\ “Wnyanhasmanylinkstomovieslike T/reSrootf,” agrees du Welz, 

\ “These kids come from inner demons and at one point they are the 

3 > ' .. organic representation of the characters’ fantasy and obsessions. 

** So yes, l//nyan could be a ‘killer kid’ movie. Twenty years ago, 

''""•19 ''vhen Cronenberg made The Brood, Shivers, a lot of directors 

^ ' made great genre movies. Now they are just recycling the genre, 

y- • but without the transgressive element. They want to reach 

^ everyone, especially kids. In Europe, you can’t do or say any- 
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Jungle Grim: Paul (Rufus Sewell) and Jeanne 
(Emmanuelle Beart, bottom) discover the tide. 
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thing against kids - it is a difficult subject. I thought this was a way to be 
somewhat transgressive and poetic at the same time.” 

On these fronts, the film succeeds. However, initial reaction to Vinyan has 
been mixed. It premiered last year at the Venice Film Festival and Toronto’s In- 
ternational Film Festival, where the France/Belgium/UK co-production was 
snapped up by Sony for distribution. In France it managed a “forbidden under 
1 2” rating, which allowed for theatrical release. But after moderate box office 


week shoot had to be reconfigured at the last moment when the produc- 
tion lost some funding), it was by ail accounts a gruelling battle with na- 
ture, the tides and time. Star Beart signed on willingly to the 
non-glamorous “no makeup trailer" project, and was then pushed by the 
director into extreme situations without warning. ("She played her role 
right to the edge, to the end,” says du Welz.) Additionally, the team wran- 
gled up to 300 children from remote villages who spoke no English. And 


returns in Europe it comes to North America this month 
straight to DVD (Columbia/TriStar) - complete witii an ugly 
box cover art collage that doesn’t exactly inspire confidence 
that the studio knows what the film is about. The director is 
pissed at the “cheap’’-looking artwork but has already 
come to terms with the public reaction. 

“After the release of Vinyan in France, some people said 
the film was too plastic, tiiat they could not connect to it. But 
that is the risk I took,” du Welz admits. “I 
did not want to make another genre film. 

^ I am deeply in love with genre but I re- 
sist it. I try to find a more personal way. 
Ca/va/redivided audiences as well, but 
in time it found its own place. 

Vinyan provoked discussion 
and some very bad re- 



they worked closely with local cast and crew, including 
their consultants in the Thai mafia. 

“We sympathize a lot with the Thai people, even the 
mafia,” du Welz reveals. “They found us really friendly 
and in the end our line producer went fishing with the 
mafia guys. Most European and North American produc- 
tions come and shut out local people, give them the low- 
est jobs. We were five white guys and the rest were Thai 
crew. We went to prayer with them, we ate with them and 
shared everything. So it was an easy connection. If we 
succeeded it was because of these people. Especially at 
the end, when what we proposed was crazy, and they 
went along.” 

The shocking ending will leave some viewers per- 
plexed, others absolutely horrified. For du Welz, it was all 
or nothing: “I made the movie for that scene. If I didn’t 





views, and now it has this terrible DVD 
artwork. But the way I made it, with 
close friends and partners, and 
the experience of shooting it 
and actually delivering it is 
a miracle I’m very proud of. 
, ttwaslike/flpo//o73,theim- 
possible mission." 

Shot completely in Thai- 
land over seven weeks on 
a budget of $3.54 mil- 
lion (the original ten- 


succeed with the end, I failed the movie.” 

Whether or not North America embraces Vinyan on a grand scale, the 
director says he’s not finished making genre-crossing films that examine 
loss, madness and the cruelty of absence. In fact, he is already planning 
a follow-up. 

“I want to make this a trilogy on the same theme,” he reveals. “Part 
three will be made in Mexico. Very urban, very low budget, very extreme. 
That is all I can say because I hope to start another project, a French film 
noir, in September that flirts with Star Chamber [Peter Hyams’ film about 
a secret vigilante group]. I want to be faithful to my principles but I have 
to show that I can reach larger audiences in order to come back to my pre- 
occupations, or maybe I won’t be able to make any movies at all." ® 
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is nothing new; there’s a 
rich tradition of charac- 
terizing the young as a threat to 
our way of life. After ali, they liter- 
aily wiil be watching us die and 
taking our piace, so there’s plenty 
of anxiety there to capitalize on. 
This disturbing intersection of chil- 
dren and murder is the subject of 
three new movies. 

Dimension Extreme’s Eden Lake 
is far and away the best of them, 
turning innocence into malignance 
so effectiveiy it makes you want to 
run and hide. Directed by James 
Watkins, screenwriter behind the 
upcoming The Descent: Part 2, it 
starts out iike any number of 
cookie-cutter survivai movies. 
Jenny and Steve, a British coupie, 
go away for a camping weekend, 
during which Steve pians to pro- 
pose. They find an isolated, de-. 
serted quarry with a beautiful 
beach and lay out their towels. 
Some noisy teenagers show up 
and quickly go from annoying and 
cheeky to insulting and menacing. 
Soon, the city folk find themselves 
running through the forest for their 
iives, pursued by the bioodthirsty 
adoiescents. 

A lesser film would fall off here, 
taking the easy route through 
hack-and-slash territory with card- 
board characters getting picked off 
one by one. What distinguishes 
Eden Lake is the tautness and in- 
teliigence of the script, the real- 
ness of its characters and some 
world-class acting. Jack O'Con- 
neli's performance as Brett, leader 
of the bullies, is powerful enough 
to make you want to reach through 


the screen and kill him with your 
bare hands, and it eievates the rest 
of the movie to near-greatness. 
The ending, judging from 
imdb.com comments, is aiready 
proving to be the real litmus test 
for audiences, but it doesn’t take 
away from the effectiveness of the 
first 90% of the film. 

Anchor Bay’s Home Movie had a 
much lower budget than Eden 
Lake, and consequently a much 
higher concept. David and Clare 
Poe have moved with their twin 
chiidren. Jack and Emily (played by 
Amber Joy Williams and Austin 
Williams), to a remote house in the 
woods to try to work out some 
famiiy problems. Clare is a psy- 
chologist and has a new HD cam- 
era to keep a video diary of her 
work. David, a pastor, uses the 
camera to document as much of 
the family as he can, clearly want- 
ing a Norman Rockwell-esque iife 
for his brood after some vagueiy 
described trouble in the past. 

Jack and Emily refuse to cooper- 
ate, though, and act out in ways 
that are at first disturbing and then 
increasingiy violent. Unfortunately, 
the movie very quickly gets stuck 
in a loop, perhaps because of the 
nature of the concept. David turns 
on the camera to record a whole- 
some family event. Jack and Emily 
act strange, and just as the cam- 
era notices some graphic example 
of Jack and Emily’s growing insan- 
ity, we cut to static and then to an 
event a few weeks later. Repeat 
ten times. 

Add to that, the impossibility of 
caring for the annoying parents 
and the silent kids (who have no 
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dialogue for the first hour of the 
movie) and you get boredom in all 
the glory of High Definition. It’s 
hard to be scared of someone who 
just sits there and gives you the 
silent treatment. 

Finally, Dark Sky brings us one 
last set of youthful maniacs in 
Plague Town, a sort-of zombie 
movie about an American family 
out for a walk in the Irish country- 
side. They miss the last bus home 
and have to make it through the 
night among the requisite band of 
crazy locals who are hiding a dark 
secret, in this case that their chil- 
dren are deformed killers. 

This movie actually gets off to a 
great start with an energetic, wildly 
over-the-top scene set a century 
earlier that gives some back story 
to the plague and sets expectations 
high for the remainder of the film. 
That turns out to be a fatal mis- 
take. Another set of paper-thin 
characters, each irritating in their 
own way, quickly written dialogue, 
and some ridiculous casting 
choices (the dad looks about ten 
years older than one of his daugh- 
ters) cause this movie to lose the 
race even before the monsters get 
out of the gate. A couple of gory 
killings late in the movie attempt to 
fix the problem, but by then you’ll 
have checked your watch so many 
times you won’t care. 

From sociopaths to psychopaths 
to pseudo-zombies, the kids in 
these films get progressively less 
frightening the more they stray 
from reality. When it comes to chil- 
dren, maybe the terror comes from 
what they actually are. ^ 





SINGER GEORGE tORPSEGRINDER' FISHER TALKS TWO DECADES OF 
ATROCITY. CENSORSHIP AND ZOMBIES. COURTESY OF THE "THE MOST CONTROVERSIAL BAND ON THE PUNET. 


PUTTING THE DEATH IN 



An unwavering dedication to musical brutality has earned them criti- 
cal condemnation, political hue and cry, and legions of loyal fans across 
the globe who have made them one of the most successful bands in 
extreme metal. Their oft-imitated combination of blistering technique, unbri- 
dled aggression and gore-soaked imagery has eschewed all trends. With their 
eleventh slab of metal currently in stores and a slot on a major summer tour. 
Cannibal Corpse are coming... and they bring death! 

The band members came together in Buffalo. New 
York in 1 988 with the intention of making the most bru- 
tal death metal possible. The original lineup included vo- 
calist Chris Barnes, guitarists Bob Rusay and Jack Owen, 
bassist Alex Webster and drummer Paul Mazurkiewicz. 

Within a year they were signed to Metel Blade, then re- ! 

leased their first album, Eaten Back to Life, in 1990. The 
group quickly gained notoriety for its nauseating odes to 
serial killers and zombies, and its ultra-gory album art. 

“The entire band wanted to write about that stuff," ex- 
plains affable current frontman George "Corpsegrinder" 

Fisher, "There was a band decision to write gore lyrics. 

They wanted the songs to be fucked up - zombies and 
things like that. I think it turned out good." 

Cannibal Corpse honed its chops on the next two albums, Butchered at 
Birth (1 991 ) and Tomb of the Mutilated (1 992). but began to shed members. 
Rusay was axed in favour of Malevolent Creation guitarist Rob Barrett before 
the recording of The Bleeding (^92A). In 1995 Barnes left to devote himself 
tijil-time to Six Feet Under, his side project with Obituary axe-man Allen West. 

Despite this, the group upped its aural assault, thanks in part to the re- 
cmitment of former Monstrosity throat Rsher, Their first recording together. Vile 
(1996). became the first death metal album to crack the Billboard Top 200 


chart (at #151). Then. Barrett bowed out and ex-Nevermore guitarist Pat 
O'Brien added his deadly shred to the band’s arsenal. This lineup stormed 
through a series of monstrously technical and well-received albums that 
began with Ga/Zeryo/Su/t/tfe (1998) and continued through Bloodthirst(\S92), 
Gore Obsessed (2002) and The Wretched Spawn (2004) before original gui- 
tarist Owen quit, citing a lack of interest in death metal. Barrett returned to the 
fold and the band released its definitive album, Kill(20QQ). 

Despite the changes in membership. Cannibal Corpse has never deviated 
from its established formula of intense musicianship 
and graphic subject matter. Songs such as "Butchered 
at Birth," "I Cum Blood" and "Fucked with a Knife" are 
alarming at first glance, but a closer look reveals a mor- 
bid. EC Comics-styled sense of humour. This is partic- 
•V ularly present in creatively titled cuts such as "Sanded 

Faceless," "Severed Head Stoning" and "Submerged in 
Boiling Flesh." 

"Our lyrics have been the stuff of ridicule by some 
people: some people get tired of them and think 'it’s 
the same old thing.' but we love doing what we do." 
says Fisher. "A lot of the lyrics aren’t inspired by any 
particular horror movies. We sit around and think 
about what would be really fucked up to do to some- 
body. or some cool story involving something horrific happening with zom- 
bies. You can never go wrong with zombies! Zombies are awesome. They 
only have one goai: blood, flesh, brains - that’s it. That’s a lifetime of sub- 
ject matter right there." 

Just as graphic as the lyrics are the cover illustrations for Cannibal 
Corpse albums - an integral component of the band's image. Ail of them 
have been done by Vincent Locke, best known for his work on the comic 
series Deadworld and the graphic novel A History of Violence. 
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“He’s been with the band from the be- 
ginning,” says Fisher, “it’s almost as if he’s 
part of the band because people know us 
in part for our art. They expect the crazy 
covers and the gory shit going on. We just 
give him some lyrics sometimes, or just 
the album title, or some song titles, and 
he comes up with this crazy shit." 

Moral authorities and legislative bodies 
have not been so amused, though. The 
band has been forced to release censored 
covers for most of ite records; It has been 
banned outright in Australia; in Germany 
the members are not allowed to perform 
any songs off the first three albums; at 
home they’ve drawn the ire of the infa- 
mous Parents Music Resource Center; 
and were even accused of being "violent, 
hateful, misogynistic and brutal" by 
United States senator Sam Brownback in 
a government reform subcommittee dis- 
cussion about the impact of violence in 
media on teenagers. 

“We’ve had a long-running problem 
with censorship," sighs Fisher. “We’ve had 
covers tike Vile, where the dude has 
barbed wire wrapped around him, his 
body from the waist down is missing and 
there’s maggots coming out of his stom- 
ach and a chopped-off cock by him. They 
took that one and just put the face on 
there. They made a censored cover for 
Tomb of the Mutilated because it had a 
zombie performing fellatio and eating the 


dick. People even had a problem with the 
last record, which just had the word ‘kill’ 
on it.” 

The band members have embraced the 
outrage, gleefully dubbing themselves 
“The Most Controversial Band on the 
Planet.” Fisher expresses little remorse 
when asked the inevitable question: has 
Cannibal Corpse ever gone too far? 

“Some of the songs we have written 
could happen,” he says. “They’re about 
subjects and things that are part of this 
world, unfortunately, and some of it’s 
zombies. Last I checked, there aren’t any 
real zombies. [The songs] are like horror 
movies. We’re not pushing a message 
here; there are bands that have mes- 
sages, political or religious, some people 
agree with them and some people don’t. 
You can listen to a band and not have to 
pay attention to the lyrics, or take them 
seriously, or believe in what the band is 
saying to enjoy the music. For some 
bands it’s just entertainment, some bands 
are just getting shit off their chest, and 
some bands are just having a good time.” 

This band happily slays on the recent 
release Evisceration Plague, which hit a 
fitting #66 on the Billboard 200. The re- 
lentless pummel of opening track “Priests 
of Sodom” sets up the face-melting grind 
of "Scalding Hail.’’The growl-along word- 
play of "To Decompose” provides a brief 
respite before hell vomits up "A Cauldron 


of Hate,” which features what might just 
be the sickest guitar tone ever recorded. 
And the lurching, mid-paced malevolence 
of the title track is the theme to the gori- 
est zombie film never made. In other 
words, this is trademark Cannibal Corpse: 
no experimentation and no fucking mercy. 

Few bands have dominated a genre as 
long as the Corpse, and fewer still can be 
said to be at the peak of their musical 
prowess more than two decades into 
their career. It’s no surprise tiat in an era 
where footage of real atrocities is read- 
ily available online and gore movies are 
made for the masses, the band’s ability 
to shock may have faded. In fact, its 
upcoming summer tour with Slayer 
and Marilyn Manson, dubbed the May- 
hem Festival, is being sponsored by 
that staple of mall tweens across the 
US: Hot Topic. 

But perhaps this has given the 
group more freedom to concentrate 
on the music, rather than that grue- 
soaked image. With the new and 
most lethal release yet, musically, 
they’re ready to kick some teeth in. 

“The fire burns strong,” affirms 
Fisher. "We want to be in this band, 
we want to be touring, and we 
want to be doing these albums. 

The machine is fucking well-oiled, 
and there’s only one goal - to 
crush people.” 
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Okay, remaking Friday the 13th may sound pointless, seeing as how it’s essentially been remade in every 
entry of the series, not to mention just about any slasher film featuring a killer in a mask. But if what every true 
Fridaytan wants is a return of the darker, creepier Jason of old, stalking his prey at Crystal Lake, then a reboot 
(technically not a real remake, since that wouldn’t involve Jason) is the most plausible way to get him there. I guess 
it’s better that than having him return to Manhattan, go back into space, fight Freddy again, or, I dunno, baWe Op- 
timus Prime in Jason vs. Transformers. 

The plot, as it is: the movie begins on June 1 3, 1 980 and quickly sums up the original Friday, as a lone female 
counsellor gives Mrs. Vooitiees her famous chop job on the shores of Crystal Lake. Jason, presumed drowned 
up to this point, shows up and discovers her remains. Then, years later, a group of sex-and drug-crazed 
teenagers arrive in search of a bumper crop of pot and Jason takes revenge through a series of mean- 
spirited kilts, including a particularly nasty campfire roasting. 

Finally getting to the title sequence, we are introduced to a whole new batch of machete fodder, 
including Clay (Jared Padalecki: TV’s Supernaturati, a hunky loner in search of his missing sister (a 
nod to the The Final Chaptei), who is being held captive by Jason in his ridiculously extensive un- 
derground lair(!). 

While it’s cool to see Jason return to the more reality-based terrain of the first four installments, direc- 
tor Marcus Nispel (The Texas Chainsaw remake) doesn’t raise the bar too high. His version is more .profes- 
sional-looking than any of the original films (as it should be, since he had a way bigger budget), features slightly 
better acting (slightly), and it even has a plot of some sort - the rescue of Clay’s sister - not just a body count. Still, 
it adds up to nothing more than a bunch of predictable action sot pieces with stock slasher characters. 

But the bigger problem is that, unlike original F13 director (and co-producer of this one) Sean S. Cunningham. 
Nispel doesn’t understand that when it comes to killing, the build-up is often more rewarding than the payoff. All of 
the murders here are telegraphed, relying on cheap stingers for audience reaction, instead of the suspense and cre- 
ativity that the early entries were known for. And where the hell is that emblematic music? Jason’s creepy ' ki-ki- 
ki mah-mah-mah” (which contributes significantly to the atmosphere of the series) is almost entirely missing from 
this boring, forgettable film, it’s a shame, really. 

On a more, ahem, uplifting note, there are tlnee sets of breasts exposed, though as John W. Bowen has pointed 
out, only one set is real [And believe us. fte'd know/ -Edj. Hey. we’re talking Friday the fJffthere it's important! 
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Starring various 

Directed Ity Sean S. Cunningham and Steve Miner 
Written by Victor Miller, Rob Kurz. Martin Kitrosser, irt. al 
Paramount 


If you’re disappointed wiffi the FI 3 remake, luckily you can still look forward 
to these long-past-due special edition DVDs of the classic first three original in- 
stallments. But are they an improvement over2004’s From Crystal Lake toMarj- 
hattan box set? 

Considering the low budgets, the Friday the I3th franchise has always looked 
relatively sharp on DVD, but this new deluxe version of the 1980 classic, de- 
rived from the high-defiiiition master, looks pretty damned good. It’s also uncut, 
though the extra footage of Kevin Bacon’s death is actually hindered by the 
image quality, as the lines between his neck and fake body are painfully obvi- 
ous. The key special feature here is an audio commentary track hosted by Crys- 
tal Lake Memories ai}]t\Qr Peter Bracke, comprised of interview content originally 
used on the 2004 DVD release. 

Also included are three featurettes; a reunion 
° “ " • . ^ ° ” panel of Friday cast and crew members; interview 

/ \ footageofwriterVictor Miller, “ki-ki-ki mah-mah- 

I \ mah” composer Harry Manfredini and others; plus 

I \ a fairly uninteresting inside look at the swanky 

j, I \ \ mansion Sean S. Cunningham calls home, thanks 

• f ^ \ Jason. All in all a sweet package that’s worth 
I |i \ ' picking up even if you have the box set. 

! \ I Friday f/?e 73f/j Part 2 also looks better than 

I ever with this re-release. The extras are dodgier, 

if just as extensive, though. On Inside Crystal Lake 
0 Memories Bracke is interviewed about his book 
and comments extensively about the first two Fri- 
day films. After that there’s convention footage, 
including a panel of (almost) all the men who have played Jason. It’s not exactly 
an impressive tribute to an effective sequel, as most of the content is about the 
series in general. 

And finally, the moment many have been waiting for; the chance to see Fri- 
day the t3th Part III in its original 3-D format. While some have reported that 
watching it on an HDTV will produce decent results, we can only assure you that 
on a standard-def set it's blurry, unwatchable garbage. The accompanying 3-D 
glasses are very badass, however, sporting a fantastic ’80s splatter design. There 
are absolutely no special features, which is strange considering Part III came 
with audio commentary in the box set version. If you don’t think you’ll get the 
chance to see it in 3-D on the big screen and have an 
HDTV, you may want to give it a shot. Otherwise, treat 
it like Crystal Lake itself and stay 
the hell away. 


Starring Torn Savini 

Wriltftn by Tht3mmy Uul'^oti :«ifJ Anthony Ma: 
DireMecJ by DaniP.1 f-ntrantlo 
Anolior Bay 


If a reboot and three new DVDs still aren’t enough to provide you with your 
Jason jollies, we guarantee you’ll be pleased widi Anchor Bay'.s new retro- 
spective on the series. His Name Was Jason. If you could make a movie vur- 
sion of Peter Bracke’s ridiculously comprehensive Crystal Lake Memories 
tome, this just might be it. 

First, skip the actual documentary completely (we’ll explain later) and go 
straight to the special features on this two-disc set, particularly the extended 
interviews with all the men who played Jason, the directors and screenwrit- 
ers. Even hardcore fans will find plenty of interesting material here. The Jason 
casting controversy of Part 2 is addressed directly by 
actor Steve Daskawisz (who could not receive credit 
for legal reasons); we finally get some face time with j* Cy 

the elusive Danny Steinmann, who seems every bit 
like the former porno director responsible for the 
sleaziest Friday em, Part 5: A New Beginning-, and 
Damian Shannon and Marc Swift detail their ap- 
proach to the impossible task of writing Freddy vs. * 

Jason. There is one big omission, however - where 

the hell is Steve Miner?! , 

There’s also a slew of very fun, completely hilar- 
ious short features, including yountj horror journalists and directors pointng 
out some of the quirks of the series (e.g. how does Shelly in Part 3 keep a 
hockey mask, wetsuit and spear gun in his lunch box?), a video game nerd 
taking on ttie infamously terrible Friday the 13th Nintendo game, and Fox 
(Gloria Charles) from Part III (who’s more of a fox now than ever!) exploring 
the original location of her movie. 

Oh, about skipping the documentary. It sucks. Hosted by Tom Savini at 
Universal Studios’ Friday the 1 3th: Camp Blood attraction, it barely contains 
anything tfiat isn’t cut from the special features and wastes a golden oppor- 
tunity for some tasty behind-the-scenes info by getting cast and crew mem- 
bers to simply rehash the movie plots or, even odder, analyze Jason’s 
motivations. Somehow, remarks such as "He really had a thing for knives" 
(Lauren-Marie Taylor, from Part2i don’t exactly fill a void. 

Regardless, if you’re the type who has fond memories of watching Jason 
Lives in the family room with a goalie mask on your lid. His Name Was Jason 
is more than worthy of your Voorhees vault. This one’s for you. sicko. 


Close As A Blade: 

Machete mutilation 
from Part 2, and 
(above) an axe 
atrocity from 

Parti. 
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up most of today’s mainstream horror films? Do you long to return to the 
golden years of the slasher film? Do you wish more movies would feature 
scenes such as a woman’s face being sliced off from the chin up with a knife, or a 
man’s head being filled with tire foam until it bursts out of his eyes and ears? Well, 
those kills and more are featured in the new gore flick Laid to Rest, a deliberate re- 
turn to the heyday of hardcore ’ 80 s horror. 




I tfiink that those movies have a place, and I’d rather see 
them Sian Fool's Gold, but that's just not the kind of film 
that I really respond to or want to make. So yeah, it’s def- 
initely my love letter to those types of films, but done 
hopefully in a more serious, character-driven way.” 

It’s not that Hall is only interested in making horror 
films, however. In fact. Laid to Rest is, in most ways, 
a world away from his first feature, Lightning Bug. 
That 2004 coming-of-age drama tells the story of a 
Southern boy who dreams of escaping his unhappy 
small-town life to go to Hollywood and make mon- 
sters as a special effects artist. Yet, both films are 
close to home. 

-‘Lightning Bug was a very personal and autobio- 
graphical movie and it was a story that I wanted to tell,” 


The story, set in the sleepy backwoods of the Amer- 
ican South, features an amnesiac with a mysterious 
past (Bobbi Sue Luther) who finds herself stalked by 
a seemingly unstoppable killer (played by seven-foot- 
tall Nick Principe, who’s appropriately named 
"Chrome Sk|il” in the movie) sporting a metal skull 
mask, a shoi|der-mounted video camera and some 
gigantic, very sharp knives. It’s ail classic stuff that 
writer/director?|X artist Robert Hall pulled straight out 
of the old-schotj! gore movie handbook. 

“I was definit^^ trying to recapture that style.” says 
Hall, from his effects studio in Los Angeles. “More than 
anything, it was kind of a knee-jerk reaction to a iot of the 
movies that have tried to recapture that in recent years 
but with more of a tongue-in-cheek or camp sort of flair. 


« 






:jller: Chrome Skull in. 
hy ” ir -:ipe} ■; memento. 


says Hall. "So many effects guys go out 
and make a monster movie for their 
first movie. I didn’t want to do that. I 
wasn't passionate about any monster 
movie story that I’d written at that time 
and I was very passionate about Light- 
ning Bug. From a marketing standpoint, 
it probably wasn't the best idea; drama 
for horror fans isn't everybody's cup of 
tea. But I'm proud of that movie. 

"With Laid to Rest. 1 wanted to make 
something that was very in your face 
and fun. It's kind of a nice companion 
piece in a way. a straight horror film set 
in the Southern Gothic world that I 
seem to feel comfortable writing 
[about]." 

Hall's vision of irony-free gore horror 
ensures that the kills are frequent and 
rendered in grisly detail by an unblink- 
ing camera. The pleasingly graphic 
bloodshed isn't surprising, given that 
he has been crafting makeup effects 
fcr fifteen years. His company Almost 
Human was responsible for the vam- 
pires in Buffy the Vampire Slayer, zom- 
bies in Quarantine, prairie monsters in 
The Burrowersand even Seth Rogen's 
mangled ear in Pineapple Express. Hall 
set out to test the limits of what he and 
his FX team could do in Laid to Rest 

'Tve read a lot of really bad scripts 
[as a makeup artist]." he explains. ■ 
"More than anything. I get irritated 
when I get a script for a horror movie 
and everybody dies the same way. ... 
[But] I wanted to make sure that 
Chrome Skull didn't break his rules too 
many times. I' kind of hate that in 
movies where killers will spend all this 
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time laying groundwork for their MO 
and then break it by killing people in 
all sorts of stupid 
ways. So 1 really tried 
to keep Chrome Skull 
all about knives. But 
then, I just couldn't re- 
sist. I don't really 
know where I got [the 
tire sealant gore gag]. 

1 was just writing and 
trying to thinkof stuff 1 
hadn't seen before. " 

True enough, almost 
every character in the 
movie bites it at 
Chrome Skull’s hand in 
a creatively disgusting manner, it’s one 
of those films where almost every kill 
cries out for a DVD freeze frame. (Ever 
seen an actress still able to move her 
face while her character gets stabbed 
through the head in a close-up? You 
will.) 

In fact. Laid to /?esf boasts scenes so 
grisly that the MPAA wouldn't even 
consider giving it an R rating without 
outrageous cuts. The film, which will 
be released directly to DVD on ^ 
April 21 from Anchor Bay, will , 
undoubtedly find a blood- 
hungry following in the 
home market. Hall 
laughs at the reac- 
tion it got from the 
ratings group 
when submitted 
for certification. 

"They told 
that we had 


change every single death in the movie 
to get an R, and that was their only 
note.” 

That the effects worked so well is a 
testament to the advance planning Hall 
and his team put into the project - one 
of the benefits of having an effects 
house at your disposal throughout the 
entire' creative process. 

“The fortunate thing about me hav- 
ing Almost Human as a resource is that 
as I was writing stuff we started build- 
ing stuff. We had a very long amount of 
prep time and I didn’t change my mind 
or alter [things] like a lot of directors 
and decide to shoot from a completely 
different angle on the day. A lot of times 
that kind of thing can kill the stuff 
you’re working on. You're really be- 
holden to the filmmakers when you're 
doing something for someone else; 
doing it for myself I had the luxury of 
being abie to execute and design it, 
shoot it the way it was always in- 
tended. If 1 have bad effects in it. ffiat's 
Cardinal Sin Number One.” 

As Laid to Restis rolled out on DVD. 
Hall will be working on the makeup ef- 
fects for the remake of Romero's The 
Crazies, before start- 
ing his next feature, 
called Old Scratch. 
(“It's about a guy 
■ playing his records 
backwards and bad 
shit starts happen- 
ing." reveals Hall.) 

In the meantime, 
he's dying to see 
Laid to Rest with an 
audience, to see if it 
incites the same 
thrill that he got 
watching ail ffie gore 
effects in classic ’80s horror films. 

"That's why you do diis stuff. That's 
literally why you do it. I love going to 
a theatre. Sometimes I'll sit at the 
side of a theatre and just watch the 
audience. " 
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FANGS. FANGS AND MORE FANGS 

yNOmWIlfllB: BISE BE THE Em 

starring Rhona Mitra, Btlf Nighy and Michael Sheen 

Directed by ^trick Tatopoulos 

Written by Danny McBride, Dirk Blackman 

and Howard McCain 

Sony 

After Underworld: Evolution {RM#54) earned 
more than $100 million worldwide, a third in- 
stallment in the series was as inevitable as a full 
moon in any given calendar month. Presented as 
a prequel, this installment's sole purpose is to 
flesh out the central conflict that 
the entire franchise revolves 
around - the bitter war between 
the vampires and the were- 
wolves. 

Prequels can be pretty risky af- 
fairs though, as the audience 
generally knows the final out- 
come, but visual effects guru 
Patrick Tatopoulos (in his directo- 
rial debut) competently steers 
this in a different direction by 
presenting it as a tragedy told 
through the ill-fated passion of a pair of star- 
crossed lovers. Set in an unnamed Medieval Eu- 
ropean country, the film centres around vampire 
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princess Sonja (Rhona Mitra), the daughter of the 
head vamp Viktor (Bill Nighy), who has fallen in 
love with the head of the lycans, Lucian (Michael 
Sheen), something her father has forbidden her 
to do. 

Though Mitra {Doomsda^i is adept, she is 
completely overshadowed by Nighy {Shaun of 
the Dead) and Sheen {Underworld}, both classi- 
cally trained stage actors who are allowed to 
chew on the scenery as well as each other. Nighy 
in particular shines with his cold, vicious por- 
trayal of Viktor; he’s an actor who can say more 
with a subtle twitch of his eyebrows than most 
can with an entire monologue. 

Tatopoulos also successfully re- 
tains the familiar gloomy blue- 
tinged look of the previous 
Underworld fWms, as well as their 
lavish attention to detail in both the 
sets and costuming, while present- 
ing werewolf transformations and 
CGI-heavy battle scenes that are 
simply spectacular. And because 
this is a film featuring vampires and 
werewolves, there are times when 
the screen is literally dripping with 
blood, as faces and limbs are torn 
off and bodies are impaled on wooden spikes. 

No matter how you feel about the Underworld 
franchise, this one’s worth checking out. Now if 


we could only get these guys to take out the 
vampires in the Twilightsenes. 

UST CHANCE LANCE 

A TALE OfTWOlfflAS^^ 

IBE yillKVIIEB 

Stan'ing Emily Browning, Arielle Kebbel 
and Elizabetb Banks 
Directed by Ctiarles and Thomas Guard 
Written by Craig Rosenberg. Doug Miro and Carlo Bernard 
Oreamworks/Paramount 

The Uninvited is a re- 
make of the Korean film A 
Tale of Two Sisters, and be- 
fore the film had even 
screened I had already 
crafted laboured metaphors 
of condemnation. The 
opening salvo read thus: 

"Compared to the subtle 
perfumed notes of the orig- 
inal, The Uninvited, the latest in a run of uninspired 
Hollywood remakes of Asian horror films, is an un- 
wanted blast of acrid fragrance proffered by an 
over-enthusiastic mall saleslady. One enchants, the 
other appalls. ” Except, taken on Its own merits. The ' 
Uninvited isn’t that bad. 

Perhaps knowing that a faithful remake of a 
slow-building Korean domestic drama wasn’t 
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going to put teen bums in seats, directing duo the 
Guard Brothers have reworked the source material 
into a murder mystery with supernatural elements 
and a nubile cast. Ghost Ship’s Emily Browning 
plays Anna, a troubled teen newly returned to her 
family's beach house after her mother’s death 
pushed her into a mental breakdown. Welcoming 
her back are her older sister Alex (Arielle Kebbel: 
Red Mist), her father Steven (David Straithairn) and 
her mom's nurse - now Steven’s girlfriend - Rachel 
(Elizabeth Banks: Slithei). Anna and Alex become 
convinced that Rachel murdered their mother and 
set out to prove it before their dad marries her. 

Fans of the original will, at least initially, be ap- 
palled. Browning and Kebbel's character develop- 
ment seems limited to parading around in a 
succession of bikinis. Banks appears trapped in the 
cliched wicked stepmother role and the “horror” 
scenes are mostly out of place, as if the filmmak- 
ers felt obliged to throw in a few scares for the kids 
when what they really wanted to make was a 
straight-up thriller. Even the big plot twist that 
makes us rethink everything that’s gone before is 
obvious post The Sixth Sense. 

But despite these concessions to lowest com- 
mon denominator commercial viability - plus the 
filmmakers’ unwillingness to commit themselves 
to a single genre - The Uninvited acquits itself rea- 
sonably well. Banks, primarily a comedic actress 
until now, communicates real menace, and Brown- 
ing does a good job as the wide-eyed not-so- 
innocent. Best enjoyed by its target demographic. 
The UninvitedmW disappoint genre fans, but, hey, 
it wasn’t made for us. 

SEAN PLUMMER 


NUMBSKULL OF THE BEAST 



Starring Simon Cailow, Kal Weber and Lucy Cudden 
Directed by Julian Doyle 
Written by Bruce Dickinson and Julian Doyle 
Anchor Bay 


Face the music: the 
cinematic vanity projects 
of rock stars seldom 
amount to killer filmmak- 
ing. Whether trying their 
hands at acting or taking 
a stab at directing, it’s 
rare to come across a 
double-threat such as 
Will Smith or, to a much lesser degree, Rob Zombie. 
Many have failed, but to their credit, and for our en- 
tertainment, they keep trying. The latest mess is a 
muddled rumination on the myth and magic sur- 
rounding 20th-century occultist Aleister Crowley by 
Iron Maiden’s lead waller Bruce Dickinson, whose 
band’s sales stats are shamelessly and pointlessly 
promoted on the DVD cover. 

Beginning in 1947, two students who have be- 
friended Crowley on his deathbed become the sole 
witnesses to the man’s final, black magic^laced 
breath, the beneficiaries of his last thoughts. The 




Feast III: Two bloody Gulagers 
Clu (left) and Tom. 


boys’ story then jumps forward to present day 
when they are both elderly professors at an English 
university, where a pair of scientists have devel- 
oped a virtual reality suit called the Z93, which uti- 
lizes the energy coordinates of past people, times 
and places to recreate the related experience for 
any willing user. When one of the first to sport the 
suit - awkward, stammering instructor Dr. Oliver 
Haddo (Simon Cailow) - is accidentaily transformed 
into a debonair, well-spoken, ritu^ fetishist, the fac- 
ulty and a small group of students deduce the ma- 
chine has somehow channelled the spirit of 
Crowley into the bumbling scholar. 

From there, the film unravels into scientific gob- 
bledygook, nudity and “sexual magic” - the likes of 
which you’d expect from a guy whose day job in- 
volves bellowing operatically about time travel, me- 
dieval warlocks and mythical journeys. But the crux 
of the situation is Haddo/Crowley must be stopped 
and only the two old men who shared his last mo- 
ments back in ’47 know how to do it. 

In short, if you’re a thirteen-year-old boy with a 
silk Maiden flag over your bed, parts of this movie 
will rock your world. The actors give it their all with 
what iittie script they have to work with, the sound- 
track flies the devil horns and the dam thing looks 
pretty good - it’s just the screenwriters’ inability to 
tell a believable, cohesive story that turns Crow- 
ley’s magic into shoddy parlour tricks and the film’s 
sex into awkwardly creepy exhibitionism. Horror 
fans, run to the hills. 

TREVOR TUMINSKI 

GULAGii’s'rara 


FEUST III: li IIIIPP! FINISH 

Starring Clu Gulager, Diane Goldner 

and Juan Lcngoria Garcia 

Directed by John Gulager 

Written by Marcus Ounstan and Patrick Melton 

Dimension Extreme 

Both Dead Alive and Feast III are low-budget 
comedic gorefests drowning in bodily fluids. Both 


films feature wacky characters battling rubber-suit 
monsters with a variety of unlikely weapons. Both 
have fart jokes. 

So why is Dead Alive a ton of fun and Feast III an 
ounce of prevention for insomnia? Simple: charac- 
ters. Your film can splash around more gore than 
GWAR at a karo syrup factory, but if the audience 
doesn’t care about your characters, no amount of 
fast-paced action will save it. Feast lllis a write-off 
because it continues the frenetic tradition of Feast 
//with a damn near constant splattering of obnox- 
iously quirky characters in set piece gore gags. 

You’ll care the most 
about Clu Gulager (Return 
of the Living Dead), vet- 
eran character actor and 
father of director John Gu- 
lager, who returns as the 
tough old bartender; you 
might feel something for 
Diane Goldner (John’s 
wife), who’s back as a 
biker bitch; but you won’t 
give a flying femur for the rest of the Feast II 
holdovers, who include a midget Mexican wrestler 
(Juan Longoria Garcia), guy-with-pipe-sticking- 
through-his-skull (another fucking Guiager-Tom!), 
blonde chick, black dude, other blonde chick, 
sometimes topless biker babes, filthy hobo, etc. 

The plot (as it is) picks up immediately after 
Feast II, with the group still stuck in a town overrun 
by toothy alien monsters that aren’t above raping 
humans and cats - hence the cat-alien hybrid that 
joins the pursuit of our heroes. They’re chased 
through tiie streets, into the sewers and to the lair 
of a zombie-like cult. Along the way they’re joined 
by a retarded prophet and a knife-happy kung-fu 
hero named Jean Claude Seagal (that’s so clever 
you just wanna put your hand on a hot stove to stop 
laughing). 

Screenwriters Marcus Dunstan and Patrick 
Melton are shameless in their quest to make the 
Feast tWm cult classics - and indeed, the first 
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A CLUCKLOAD OF EXTRAS 


Starring Jason Yachanin, Kate Graham and Allyson Sereboff 

Directed by Lloyd Kaufman 

Written by Grabriei Friedman, Daniel Bova 

and Lloyd Kaufman 

Troma 


Boy meets girl, 
boy and girl bump 
uglies on Indian 
burial ground, boy 
loses girl to post- 
secondary vege- 
tarian lesbianism, 
boy seeks revenge 
by taking job at 
fast food outlet 
built on top of 
aforementioned In- 
dian burial ground, 
angry spirits un- 
leash chicken zombie attack on aforementioned 
fast food joint, shit gets fucked up big time. Oh, 
and it’s also a musical. The End... well, maybe in 
someone else’s movie, but Lloyd Kaufman’s just 
getting started, kids. 

From 1996’s Tromeo & onward, Troma 
has offset the stigma of employing mainly ama- 
teur actors by casting remarkably strong leads, 
and Po[//fry£re/sf doesn’t just continue the tradi- 
tion, it ups the ante. Like T & Js Jane Jensen 
and Terror Firmeds Myce Latourelle, nubile-li- 
cious Kate Graham marks a departure from the 
Tromette template here as love interest Wendy, 
with solid song-and-dance skills and no appar- 
ent aversion to gratuitous toplessness. As the 
likeable, nerdy Arby (notice a pattern?), Jason 
Yachanin’s performance sets him squarely in the 
company of uber-dorks John Heder and Michael 
Cera, although his role calls for more manic en- 
ergy than their combined filmography. 

Poultrygeisfs only real weakness is that it’s 
much less successful as a musical. While the 
songs and big dance numbers are competently 
performed and sometimes funny as hell, they’re 
not quite catchy enough to stay with you. But 
hey, after all the years we've waited to witness 
Lloyd Kaufman singing and dancing in a skirt 
and thong, why quibble? Furthermore, since the 
dawn of these digital times, Troma has led the 
DVD bonus features charge. True to form, this 
three-disc set is super-sized with the feature- 
length making-of doc Poultry in Motion, com- 
mentary from Uncle Lloyd and screenwriter 
Gabriel Friedman, filmmaking lessons, music 
videos, deleted scenes, trailers and a “happy 
ending” with Ron Jeremy (let your imagination 
take care of that one). 

Poultrygeist delivers everything Troma fans 
crave in extra large combo style, with a side 
order of broad political satire. I shudder at the 
prospect of future Troma films becoming more 


feast offers an ideal mix of interesting charac- 
ters, well-paced action, the right amount of gore 
gags and some fun dialogue. But as far as the se- 
quels go, the run-fight-bleed-repeat plot is tire- 
some, and the constant non-sequiturs forced. 
Even the bloodshed gets boring after the 1 200th 
geyser. 

Dead A//Ve proved that less most definitely isn't 
more, however, in Feast III, more is just moronic. 

DAVE ALEXANDER 


NEEDED: GIANT TWEEZERS 


; SPIINIEII 

i Starring Shea Whigham. Paulo Costanzo 

I and Jill Wagner 

Directed by Toby Wilkins 
Written by Ian Shorr 
^ Magnolia 

If you groove to oxy- 
morons, how about 
“neo-retro” to describe 
the recent crop of fan- 
favourite horror films? 

They’re characterized by 
an emphasis on practi- 
cal effects, a tendency 
to populate the screen 
with people rather than 
victims, and a reliance 
on straight-up humour rather than winking irony. 
Think Slither or Jack Brooks: Monster Slayer, then 
add Splinterto that list. 

A 21st-century version of that old drive-in 
standby, the monster-on-the-loose, Splinter\ooks 
! pared down without looking cheap. Two couples 
j from opposite sides of the tracks - one camping, 
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one on the lam - wind up at an isolated rural gas 
station. Outside, a mysterious parasitic creature 
stalks them and anyone foolish enough to wan- 
der nearby. The basic ingredients of a siege film 
in place, director Toby Wilkins rolls out the ex- 
pected suspense tropes - how do we escape? 
contact others? work together? etc. - but man- 
ages to insert several inventive touches along the 
way. 

In addition, we get a monster that's somehow 
both original and yet comfortingly familiar. Able 
to infiltrate its host with a mere fibre and then 
distort the body to suit its needs, it’s easy to 
sense its roots in 1 950s science fiction and, ob- 
viously, John Carpenter’s The Thing- a ’50s film 
in spirit. 

The only problem with this well-made creature 
feature is that at times it can be too smart for its 
own good. First-time director Wilkins seems to 
overcompensate for his background in visual ef- 
fects by challenging himself in other areas. One 
result is that visceral, in-your-face scenes in- 
volving the monster are in relatively short supply. 
More troublesome is how, in fleshing out the lead 
characters (played winningly by Paulo Costanzo, 
Jill Wagner and Shea Whigham), the script often 
falls back on what are little more than intelligently 
rendered cliches; after all, the bad-guy-seeks- 
redemption theme is one we’ve all seen many 
times before. 

Still, one has to both admire Wilkins’s ambition 
and, based upon Splinter, look forward to his fu- 
ture work in the genre. It’ll be interesting to see 
if he can continue to get under the skin of old- 
school horror conventions and, well, mutate 
them. 

PETER GUTIERREZ 
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overtly political than Poultrygeist, but Kaufman and his 
co-conspirators know exactly when to put the brakes 
on and allow the tit shots, dismemberments and fart 
jokes to simply be. And that’s a beautiful thing. 

JOHN W. BOWEN 


EAT ME! 



Starring Jey Crisfar, Katharina Kiewinghaus and Susanne SachSe 
Written and directed by Bruce La Sruce 
Strand Releasing 


One of Canada’s most audacious filmmakers, Bruce 
La Bruce fuses hardcore gay porn, dense political com- 
mentary and experimental cinema into an unmistak- 
able, idiosyncratic style. His latest feature, Otto; or, Up 
with Dead People, sees him penetrate a whole new 
transgressive terrain, adding melancholic gay zombies 
to his growing arsenal. 

The convoluted title refers to a series of films within 
the film: the first being a documentary about a boy 
named Otto (Jey Crisfar), which is clearly inspired by 
George A. Romero’s Martin (1 977), as Otto may or may 
not be an actual zombie, we’re never quite sure. Hav- 
ing been a vegetarian in his previous life, he can't stand 
the thought of consum- 
ing human flesh, so he 
sustains himself on a 
healthy diet of roadkill, 
feasting upon the car- 
casses of real dead ani- 
mals in scenes sure to 
stretch the gag reflexes 
of even the most ardent 
Fulci disciple. 

Hoping that people 
won’t think he’s an ac- 
tual zombie, and that it’s 
Just a role he’s playing, 
he takes the lead in an art house zombie porno epic ti- 
tled "Up with Dead People." The films-within-the-film 
are the work of a lesbian experimental filmmaker char- 
acter (played by Katharina Kiewinghaus), who becomes 
obsessed with Otto, seeing in him the perfect metaphor 
for an alienated, desensitized youth and perceiving his 
insanity to be a genuinely sane response to an insane 
world. Of course, the zombie subgenre has always been 
rife with social commentary, which isn’t lost on La 
Bruce, who riffs on just about every conceivable impli- 
cation of the metaphor, addressing contemporary con- 
sumerism and corporatism, as well as how gay culture 
itself has grown increasingly bourgeois and conformist. 

And as a professional provocateur. La Bruce knows 
how to shamelessly indulge the transgressive powers 
of the subgenre, conjuring up some truly mental mo- 
ments that culminate with the unforgettable finale: a 
gut-munching gay zombie orgy. But in a film generally 
unconcerned with realistic performances, Jey Cristar’s 
take on Otto is utterly convincing, helping to create one 
of the most complex zombie characters in the subgenre 
to date. In fact, Otto may very well be the Hamlet ot 
zombie movies. 

STUART F. ANDREWS 




TEmOR HRS EiSKT LEGS 

p “ -i ICESPIDESS 

I ; Sony Pictures Home Entertainment 

Yes this is a giant bug/mad scientist/government cover-up/dumb teenagers get 
killed movie, but c’mon people - it’s called freakin’ Ice Spiderstor Christ’s sake! 
I love this campy, tight little flick, which features giant spiders tfiat escape from 
a top-secret government research facility and attack a group of kids at a nearby 
ski resort. It stars Vanessa Williams (Candymarti as a researcher and Patrick Mul- 
doon (Starship Trooper^ as a washed-up ski instructor who leads a team of scientists, soldiers and 
ski-bums on a mission to defeat the abhorrent arachnids before everybody becomes spider chow. 
The acting leaves much to be desired, and the CGI spiders run tie gamut from uterly ridiculous to 
completely cool, but there’s a load of great gore. And did I mention that it’s called Ice Sp/ders?!? 
BODY COUNT: 21 

WEAKEST WEAPON; Can of bug-spray 

TERROR HRS FOUR LEGS 



I Allumination RImworks 

**' _ They may look like giant teddy bears, but they’re more likely to tear your 

■ stuffing out. Grizzly ParkfoWom a gaggle of good-looking delinquents who 

' sr-'z have been sent to clean up a State campground in order to work off their 
vjiuikl , community service hours. It features the stereotypical B-movie characters; 

^ the wealthy socialite, the siut, the computer hacker, the gangster, the ditz, 
the joker and the. . . neo-Nazi? A serial killer briefly stalks the group, but that 
goes out the window when he’s offed by - wait for it - a grizzly bear. Bet you didn’t see that com- 
ing! The rest of the film is a predictable mess of people walking, running, screaming and then 
being ripped to pieces. So, should you give this one a pass? Urn, does a bear shit in the woods? 
BODY COUNT: 1 1 
WEAKEST WEAPON: Shovel 

TERROR HRS RIO LEGS 

,,, EOCRJflW: BISE BE EiE RUEEV SEBPENE 

Spotiight Pictures 

watching a low-budget creature feature, there’s always a line separat- 
ing campy fun from utter stupidity. This film crosses that line and gives you the 
^ . •N/ * , fingerasitpassesby. Meet Alan -when he was a kid, he stole a magical pen 

' y ^ firtm a voodoo priest and used it to call forth a giant snake thingy (with the 

‘ ’ head of an alligator) to kill his abusive father. Twenty years later, he invokes the 

beast to kill the kids who ran over his wife with their monster truck. Rapper 
DMX headlines this Pumpkinhead wannabe and is entirely awkward in his role as a bazooka-pack- 
ing voodoo priest. A creature feature’s strength lies in its. . . creature, and that’s where Lockjaw re- 
ally fails. The CGI serpent is about as scary as a Twizzler. Ssssssucks! 

BODY COUNT: 6 

WEAKEST WEAPON: Table lamp wrapped in forks 

LAST CHANCE UNCE 




HI-HO, THE LOST DAHIO 


fOnURIBON i;B[yilE[llET|l8)l| 

starring Michael Brandon, Mimsy Fanner 
and Jean-Piene Marielle 
Written and directed by Dario Argento 
Mya Communications 

Argento's feature films 
have been well-repre- 
sented on home video, with 
the notorious exception of 
his third, the final install- 
ment in what has been 
dubbed his “animal trilogy” 
ofgialli. Justayear ago, in 
an interview in RM#78, Ar- 
gento lamented that the 
distribution rights were 
locked in legal limbo and 
that there might never be a legitimate release - 
but here it is, fully uncut and restored! 

Although he cast American actors in the leads, 
this is the second and last film, after Cat O’ Nine 
Tails (1 971 ), that Argento would populate exclu- 
sively with Italian characters until Opera (1987). 
Michael Brandon stars as Roberto, a drummer in 
an acid rock band who notices that he’s being 
followed by a mysterious man. Roberto turns the 


tables and confronts him in an abandoned the- 
atre. The man pulls a switchblade: in the ensuing 
struggle Roberto accidentally stabs him and 
watches helplessly as he plummets into the or- 
chestra pit. In a balcony above, a figure wearing 
a cherub mask photographs the incident. Roberto 
flees, but soon he and his wife Mina 
(Mimsy Farmer) start receiving incriminat- 
ing photos and disturbing phone calls. As 
Robert tries to unmask his tormentor, the 
bodies pile up. 

In this film, Argento really began to de- 
velop the hyper-stylized murder set pieces 
that became his cinematic trademark. 
While not as bloody as his later work, 
there are moments that are quite striking. 
Argento ties the camera to various murder 
weapons for some rather unique points of 
view, notably in a scene in which a victim 
is bludgeoned with a statue. Unfortunately, 
he attempted to leaven this with a couple of awk- 
ward comedic subplots, particularly a right 
groaner involving a skittish mailman. However, 
this doesn’t detract from the fantastic giallo-stan- 
dard “reveal” of the killer in the climax. 

This disc offers an excellent anamorphic pres- 
entation of the complete Italian version, with op- 
tional English and Italian-language audio tracks 
(with the exception of two snippets in the reveal 
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that were cut from the American release tha^are 
only available in Italian). Extras are limited to 
three trailers and a photo gallery. Nq matter, you 
can now chuck your bootlegs, Argentophiles. 

THE GORE-MET 


PIHATE BOO-TAY 



starring Joeile Coeur, John Rico 
and Willy Braque 

Written and directed by Jean Roltin 
Redemption 


It’s got Jean Rollin’s name on the cover, so you 
know what you’re in for: softcore pornography in 
French, orange-coloured fake blood, and either 
vampires or ghosts having sex with humans. De- 
moniacs also throws in pirates, a Fellini-esque 
clown and the Devil into the mix; the result is 
campy, absurd and somehow haunting. 

There’s a weird kind of dignity to the exploita- 
tion here, if that makes any sense, and it puts the 
film two or three rungs up the ladder from your 
run-of-the-mill surre- 
alist ghost story pirate 
smut. 

The film starts out 
firmly in exploitation 
territory as four 
drunken pirates rape 
two blonde women 
wandering down the 
beach in their night- 
gowns. Joeile Coeur 
rips into her role as 
Tina, the captain’s 
bawdy wench, absolutely determined to get as 
naked as possible in every single scene she’s in. 
Her energy alone saves many sequences in the 
film from dullness. Drunk at a bar later on, the 
captain becomes haunted by the memory of the 
blood-spattered girls and starts to lose his mind, 
so he rounds up the other pirates and returns to 
the beach to find the girls and kill them. They fail, 
and the girls escape to a ghostly cathedral where 
they meet the Devil and make a deal - in return 
for having totally naked sex with him, he’ll give 
them the power to get revenge on the pirates. 

Plot isn’t the film’s strong point, but who’s 
watching Rollin for that? The imagery is expres- 
sionistic and beautiful, the women are gorgeous 
and the nudity and romping plentiful. 

Redemption’s release features a crystal-clear 
transfer of the original film, which itself is in mint 
condition. The image clarity is a particular plus, 
as Rollin’s locations are astounding, notably a 
gutted cathedral that seems to be in the middle of 
nowhere, and a beautiful beach with a burning 
ship’s skeleton in the background. Also included 
as a DVD extra is all the hardcore material cut out 
of censored versions of the film. Russ Meyer, eat 
your heart out! 



JASON UPEYRE 
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Tales the Darkside: 

“Inside the Closet, "^irectep^ Tom Savini. 



starring Christian SlaiEr, Harry Anderson, 

Danny Aiello et al. 

Directed by Frank De Palma, John Harrison, 

Tom Savini et al. 

Written by Stephen King, Robert Bloch, 

George A. Romero et al. 

Paramount 

What Creepshow did in resurrecting the lurid 
horror anthology movie for the 1 980s is what the 
George A. Romero-backed 1984 TV show Tales 
from the Darkside attempted to do for small 
screen terror, as popularized by The Twilight Zone 
and The Outer Limits. 

■ Though the series pulled 
off a handful of impres- 
sive episodes in its first 
season, collected here 
on Paramount’s new 
DVD release, the thread- 
bare production values 
and inconsistent story 
quality sometimes drain 
the Darkside of its su- 
pernatural scares. 

The opening credits 
sequence, featuring a sparse synthesizer theme 
over stock footage, immediately gives some clues 
as to the overall cheapness of this endeavour. With 
a lack of special effects and the same dingy, 
pasteboard set redressed for almost every 
episode, the show’s meagre budget probably 
would have made Ed Wood blush. 

Without much else to look at, the viewer’s at- 
tention naturally drifts towards the show’s writing 
and acting, which occasionally combine to pro- 
duce something special. “A Case of the Stub- 
borns,” for example, is a wonderfully creepy 
episode in which a rural family’s late patriarch 
continues his daily routine, insisting to his kin - 
including a son played by a young Christian Slater 
- that he’s not dead, even as his face rots away. 
Also noteworthy is Danny Aiello’s performance as 
a doomed (but still clever) bookie in “The Odds," 
and the Tom Savini-directed "Inside the Closet," 
which doesn’t pack many surprises but is tightly 
scripted and features one of the series’ few crea- 
ture effects. 

Certain themes crop up repeatedly, especially 
a fear and uncertainty about emerging technol- 
ogy. The Twilight Zone certainly mined this idea 
back in the 1960s, but with computers making 
unprecedented forays into the home at the time, 
episodes such as “All a Clone by the Telephone” 
and the Stephen King-penned "The Word Proces- 
sor of the Gods” centre on possessed or other- 
wise strange home electronics. 

For those who grew up with this not-always- 
successful anthology series, nostalgia wjll no 
doubt help sugarcoat some of the more problem- 


atic episodes, such as Harlan Ellison's obnoxiously 
unfunny genie tale “Djinn, No Chaser." Others 
should heed the show’s ominous narrator and 
open the door to the Darkside with caution. 

PAUL CORUPE 


DINNER AND A MOVIE 
WITH TREY PARKER 



Starring Trey Parker, Matt Stone 
and Dian Bachar 

Written and directed by Trey Parker 
Troma 

Gory dismemberments 
and graphic gut-munchings 
notwithstanding. Trey {South 
Park) Parker’s low-budget 
debut feature Cannibal! The 
Musical owes considerably 
more to Oklahoma! and Cat 
Ballou than it does to Dawn 
of the Dead or The Hills 
Have Eyes. And speaking as 
someone who’s had that 
fucking “Shpadoinkle” song 
stuck in his head tor the last 
24 hours, I can testify that 
the tunes are indeed catchy. 

Still, there’s no denying that the film’s source 
material - the case of 1 9th-century prospector 
Alferd Packer, who led an ill-fated expedition 
through the Rocky Mountains that resulted in 
cannibalism - is likely to grab your attention. In 
a fashion similar to the title character he’d por- 
tray a year later in Orgazmo, Parker plays 
Packer as a wide-eyed innocent just looking to 
get by, who’s suddenly thrust into a nightmare 


and eventually put on trial for murder. As he 
awaits execution. Packer relates his tale to a 
beautiful journalist, sparing her (and us) no hi- 
lariously gruesome detail of the desperation and 
dementia that drove his group to chow down on 
each other. 

Troma's two-disc reissue is crammed with 
treats, including the director and actors’ Leg- 
endary Inebriated Audio Commentary and ex- 
tended interview segments. Of course, you can 
only listen to so many indie filmmakers cry the 
blues about their lot in life so many times, but 
when such tales from the trenches are being re- 
lated by Parker, co-star and South Park co-con- 
spirator Matt Stone and actor/producer Jason 
McHugh (with interviews conducted 
by Lloyd Kaufman), the yuk factor runs 
pretty high. Pius hearing Parker and 
Stone contrast their hardscrabble indie 
experiences with the perils of life in 
the big leagues is especially enter- 
taining. Also, since Cannibal! is cur- 
rently enjoying another lease on life as 
a stage play in the US, Italy, Germany 
and Australia, Troma has included live 
footage from three different produc- 
tions. 

Some early efforts by today’s 
biggest names are little more than a 
source of embarrassment for their 
creators and bemusement for the rest 
of us (ask James Cameron about Piranha 2: The 
Spawning); others are primitive yet enthralling 
works that announce the arrival of staggering 
new talents (think Peter Jackson’s Bad Taste or 
Peter Bogdanovich’s Targets). Cannibal!, 
poverty-stricken as it may be, belongs squarely 
in the latter category. Thanks, and have a sh- 
padoinkle day. 

JOHN W. BOWEN 
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APOCALYPSE THIN 

FIVE (1951) 

Starring William Phipps, Susan Douglas Rubes 

snd James Anderson 

Written and directed by Arch Oboler 

Sony 

Fear over atomic war manifested itself in 
different ways throughout genre cinema in the 
1950s. From Godzilla's nuclear reawakening 
and the mutated ants of Them! to the ra- 
dioactive supermen of Ed Wood’s Bride of the 
Monster, these films dealt with anxiety about 
the emerging Cold War and new, powerful 
weapons that could put an end to civilization. 
Written and directed by former radio horror 
dramatist Arch Oboler, Five was a different 
beast altogether - a speculative cautionary 
tale that dispensed with the bug-eyed 
metaphoric monsters and explored post-apoc- 
alyptic themes directly. 

Produced on a low budget out of Oboler’s 
backyard (literally). Five is set on a devastated 
Earth where a handful of survivors fight to stay 
alive. Prefiguring other nuclear nightmares 
such as The World, the Flesh, and the Devil 
and On the Beach by almost a decade, Five is 
a tough, beautifully shot endeavour that is as 
fiercely independent as anything Roger Gor- 
man would later churn out for AIR 

The opening credits, set against ominous 
stock footage of mushroom clouds, promise to 
tell “the story of the day after tomorrow. " In a 


post-nuke world where radioactive dust has 
left the cities populated by rotting corpses, 
pregnant survivor Roseanne (Susan Douglas 
Rubes, pictured above) makes her way to a 
small dwelling in the countryside (actually a 
guest house designed by Frank Lloyd Wright 
on Oboler's expansive 
ranch). There, she hap- 
pens upon the young 
and affable Michael 
(William Phipps), who 
has adapted to the 
new reality by planting 
small crops and con- 
structing additional 
shelters. As Michael 
tries to convince 
Roseanne to join him 
and give up any linger- 
ing hopes for her hus- 
band’s safety back in 
the city, the pair meet 
up with two more 
stragglers - African- 
American ex-G.I. Barn- 
staple (Earl Lee) and 
Charles (Charles Lampkin), an elderly bank 
clerk. 

With the help of an electric generator, the 
ragtag survivors manage to develop daily rou- 
tines to keep themselves fed and warm. But 
their makeshift paradise goes awry after 
Charles succumbs to radiation sickness, his 
place taken by newcomer Eric (James Ander- 
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son), a cruel and untrustworthy racist who 
can't abide Barnstaple and begins to sow the 
seeds of dissent. After Roseanne gives birth, 
Eric convinces her to take the baby boy and 
head back to the city in search of her hus- 
band. But once they arrive, she finds only 
death and despair, and discovers Eric’s true 
intentions. 

Reportedly shot by a tiny crew of USC film 
students that Oboler hired on the cheap, Five 
displays a surprising avant-garde sensibility, 
from the intimate close-ups and neo-realist 
use of shadows, which at times cover charac- 
ters’ entire faces in impenetrable blackness, 
to the allegorical dialogue and crushingly 
bleak conclusion. These touches sometimes 
make Oboler’s picture feel more like a French 
art film than a speculative tale of horror. 

Even more striking than the aesthetics are 
Five's similarities to Night of the Living Dead. 
Both films centre on a disparate handful of 
characters who must band together to over- 
come an apocalyptic situation, while one self- 
ish individual puts everyone at risk, in addition 
to the distressed young woman at the centre 
of their respective plots, each also boasts a 
strong black protagonist. Though Barnstaple 
isn’t the main charac- 
ter, as Ben is in NotLD, 
he is often depicted as 
an equal to Michael, 
which was a strong civil 
rights statement at the 
time. 

Inexplicably (and dis- 
respectfully) renamed 
“5/Ve” for this DVD re- 
lease - its first appear- 
ance on home video - 
this unique effort was 
distinctly ahead of its 
time, and only became 
a hit through an exten- 
sive television ad cam- 
paign - stiil a new 
medium then. Even 
today, F/Ve won’t please 
all viewers, as it’s arty and heavy-handed in 
its political leanings. Some, however, will find 
that the film’s low budget perfectly serves the 
stark, minimalist take on an end-of-the-world 
scenario, that, like the best of Oboler’s radio 
plays, is stii! profoundly startling after all these 
years. 

PAUL CORUPE 


r:)M 46 





loM 


IT OUR NEW ONLINE PRESENCE AT 


f 


MOMSTERL 

NEW LpOl^! 


NEWS •EVENTS •FORUMS 
. •HORROR MOVIE TRAILERS 
> CONTESTS • BLOG • TRIVIA 
• GALLERIES •DOWNLOADS 


Riyi) MUCH MORE! 




RlllMIIIKUEtlllllMII^ 

• THE FAGS IN THE USE OF MISTER HOLLOW 

• THE DEMONOLOGY OF DESIRE 
•THE EYES OF EDWARD JAMES 

FOR UPCOMING SCREENINGS VISIT WWW.RODRIGOGUDINO.COM 


tmmmimi 

NATIONAL HORROR EXPO fM 
AUGUST 28-30 2000 

IOGONTOWWW.RUE-MORGUE.COM J^S^T 

for this year's guest list and event calendar! f ^ 

ii wow.^ i 

SOFLEAUSnCI 1 

RUE MORGUE RADIO i 

TOMBDRAGOMIR 

INTCRViEWS BY STUAPT {FEEDBACK ANDREWS I 

THE BLOOD SPATTERED GUIDE ^ I 

THE CAUSTIC CRITICS 1 

WWW.RUEMORGUERADIO.COM ! 





MtVf RARt. CLASSIC 

CtfLt ttORROR 

WIRD WUKOAY OF EVERY MOUTH EXCLUSIVELY ST THE LEGEHDARY 

raiiwriif^ranti^ raifi^ i 

SWBloQr street West e6a0Hifst416.516.233OwwwJjloDrGinefna.com J 

CHECK IfSTTHGS AT WWW.HUE MORGUE.COM 



RUE MORGUE MAGAZINE OURGCRIPTION; 


HUfTfM(6numi: Ssg.ZoD 
/ >25W (11 asots): $74.95 ( } 
Equals 3 FREE issues! 

2 /MS (22 tsura): $134.95 □ 
Equals 6 FREE Issues! 

aimus: r_, 

aufoiudissiicsj; S69.96n 
Itmat aiuai: $103.95 Q 
2 yiMS (22 nsoai: $187.95 Q 

.D 


Aommi 

mmasf 





ifisritt tsee/tm 


neose und cheque or INTER NATIONAL m«iey onk to: MARRS MEDIA INC | ' 
2926 DUNOASSTREn WEST, TOfiCmrO ONTARIO -M6P ITG 

fhasalhwialoi^lilmdshr^nety. 1 


AD RATES FOR THE WEBSITE AND 
MAGAZINE ARE AVAIU8LE. 
CONTACT JODY INFURNARI 
AT 905.985.0430 OR BY EMAIL 
JODY@RUE-MORGUE.COM 








od never closes a door without open- 
ing a window.” So goes the namby- 
pamby old adage, and. sometimes it 
actually proves true. Most of the time, however, 
God closes the door, bricks up the windows, 
sets the joint on. fire and blithely fucks off into 
the ether. That’s the way things seem to be 
going for Little Red Ri... sorry, I mean trailer- 
trash teen Vanessa Lutz (Reese Witherspoon), 
the beleaguered but determined heroine of the 
ingeniously fractured fairy tale Freeway (1 996). 

When her hooker mother and skeezy step- 
daughter-molestin’ stepdad get hauled away 
to jail, Vanessa decides that taking it on the 
lam from LA to her grandma’s place in- Stock- 
ton is a better bet than risking more abuse in 
yet another foster home. She apologetically 
swipes her caseworker's car and bids a fond 
farewell to her boyfriend (who gets smoked in 
a drive-by as soon as she’s out of sigitt), but 
she barely makes it out of town before her pur- 
loined ride breaks down, Enter Bob Wolverton 
(Kiefer Sutherland, pictured), a charming youth 
worker who offers her a lift and some off-the- 
record therapy for her problems. But he turns 
out to be a sexual sadist who’s been leaving a 
trail of dead women up and down the coastal 
highway. Vanessa narrowly escapes his 
clutches, leaving him horribly disfigured in the 
process. Our girl is soon apprehended and 
tossed into juvie jail to await trial, although 
public opinion has already convicted her pretty 
conclusively. -Not one to sit around waiting for 
God to crack a window, however, Vanessa soon 
busts out and that’s when the fur really starts 
flyin’. 

If this seems like more plot synopsis than I 
usually dish out, you’re right, because as 
straightforward as the basic premise may be, 
there’a.chicanery around every corner. Free- 
way may be on? more kinky cinematic riff on 
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Little Red Riding Hood (and there have been 
more than a few good ones), but vulpine 
shenanigans aside, Vanessa is' also victimized 
beforehand by an incompetent social service 
agency and afterward by the criminal justice 
system and a society all too eager to blame its 
outcasts. Our heroine is at turns wise and fool- 
ish, upstanding and underhanded, prescient 
and naive; our wolf is a particularly loathsome 

- and familiar - breed of modern-day villain, a 
violent psycho lurking behind the benevolent 
mask of the good neighbour, a la his real-life 
counterparts John Wayne Gacyand Paul 
Bernardo. Both Sutherland and Witherspoon 
acquit themselves spectacularly in their roles. 

Freeway was originally an HBO film, but 
Roxie Releasing picked it up for a limited the- 
atrical run in various US cities, which is usually 
a good thing for an indie. effort but may explain 
why it failed to set the world on fire. Instead it 
slowly amassed its cult over the next dozen 
years. And if writer/director Matthew Bright’s 
oeuvre is wildly inconsistent - he also has the 
mediocre Ted Bundy his resume, as weil as 
the screenplay for the tepid Modern Vampires 

- Freeway shows an assured auteur at the. top 
of his game. Bright never crosses so far into 


Brothers Grimm territory as to take us out of 
the story’s convincingly modern trappings, but 
neither does he turn his back on its classical 
themes. 

Contrary to popular belief, Little Red Riding 
Hood didn’t actually originate with the Grimm 
lads; much older variations on the tale can be 
traced to every corner of Europe, but it’s- their 
version we’re most familiar with. In particular, 
the popular notion of the wolf as the embodi- 
ment of predatory male sexuality is very much 
front and centre in this film, and yet Bright 
wisely shies away from hitting us over the 
head with this too many times. This allows him 
more leeway when broader strokes are called ■ 
for, especially the gleefully fetishistic R. 
Crumb-esque artwork of the opening credits, 
and the ending which, while I won’t give away, 
is just kind of. inevitable. 

The currently available DVD has an enter- 
taining commentary from Bright, but some- 
thing a little more generous is called for, so 
start callin’, people. And this Granny outfit is 
beginning to itch, so you’d best get the hel! out 
of my basement before this old wolf decides to 
strip off and chow down. 9 

jfc * J 
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Jeff Mariotte and 
Szymon Kudranski 
Image Comics 
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Various 
Boom' Studios 


Ty Gorton and Josh Medors 

Image Comics 


Various 

Bluewater Productions 


Steve Pugh (based on a story 


by Warren Ellis) Radical Comics 



nthologies are as much a staple of the hor- 
ror genre as psycho killers and village 
mobs wielding pitchforks. The format has 
proven itself successful in prose, on the big 
and small screens, and of course on the comic 
book page. Often these tales of the macabre are 
linked by the presence of a ghoulish narrator, 
such as EC’s Crypt Keeper or Cain in DCs House 
of Mystery. These charac- 
ters help give an other- 
wise generic title its own 
spin and .attract a fan 
base. The latest to join 
this notorious roll call is 
none other than horror 
icon Vincent Price, by way 
of Bluewater Productions’ 

Vincent Price Presents. 

In 2007, fledgling com- 
pany Bluewater launched 
a series of comic sequels 
based on the works of 
Ray Harryhausen, among 
them Sinbad the Saiior. 

Ray Harryhausen Pres- 
ents ms a big success and Bluewater quickly 
looked for a follow-up. High on publisher Darren 
G. Davis’ list was a monthly horror anthology. 

“Gothic horror works 
well in short forms like 
one-shots because you 
have to suspend disbelief 
in the reader’s imagina- 
tion,” he says. “It is often 
easier to accomplish this 
with a quick, nightmarish 
storytelling pace, as op- 
posed to long periods of 
development. To put it an- 
other way, it’s easier to be 
scary when the story is 
short.” 

With the format decided 
on, all they needed was a 
hook. After a brief brain- 
storming session, Davis 
and his team came up with the perfect and, to 
them, obvious “host" for the new series. 


“As a child, I was terrified of Vincent 
Price,” reveals Davis. “My brother 
would make me watch the movies he 
was in. They were not gory, but it was 
the gothic horror that scared me. He 
even freaked me out when I saw him 
on the MuppetShow. This man was an 
amazing persona.” 

Davis contacted Price’s 
daughter Victoria, who hap- 
piiy agreed to the project. 

“It would have been Vin- 
cent Price’s 100th birthday in 
201 1 and the estate has a lot 
of things planned, and we fit 
into them,” he notes, adding 
that he never doubted Price’s 
popularity or appeal, despite 
the actor having passed 
away in 1993. “It’s simple 
and it’s mysterious. The sim- 
ple part is that Vincent Price 
was a genius as a theatrical 
performer, and he simply fit 
with gothic storytelling be- 
cause he understood the need for 
emotional and psychological texture in 
that genre. The mysterious part is the 
intangible element of his 
film presence that became so 
iconic in the American imagina- 
tion. He totally captured that In- 
tangible something.” 

Vincent Price Presents pre- 
miered in late 2008. It has been a 
hit with readers and prompted 
Bluewater to acquire the rights to 
Price properties such as The Tin- 
gier, Dr. Phibes and The House of 
Usher tor use within the monthly 
anthology. Davis is ambitious 
when it comes to exploring the 
potential that the films’ charac- 
ters and scenarios could have on 
the page. 

“The comic book medium is 
able to accomplish amazing storytelling feats 
and to create elaborate settings and worlds 


while staying within the confines of a series of 
frames on the page,” he says. “If you ask me, 
film has many more constraints with budget and 
production, but we aiso see the natural 
crossover potential from comic book to film be- 
cause the visual nature of the comic book 
medium provides a storyboard-like blueprint for 
a filmmaker." 

But don’t expect simple retellings or adapta- / 
tions of Price’s classic films. Davis says that 
Bluewater is planning sequels, not remakes. 

“Each of the sequels will vary in its approach, 
but all of the stories will offer something new 
while still staying true to the original Vincent 
Price version. Issue #7 includes a preview of 
Last Man on Earth. This was not an easy sequel 
to do since the main character died at the end, 
but I think we have done it justice. And wait till 
you see what we do with DrPhibesl" 
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Blanche, the protagonist of Miss Don't Touch Me, is a young, innocent giri iiving in Paris in the eariy 1900s 
who joins a brothei in order to find her sister’s murderer, who she believes is the same man mutilating women 
throughout the city, dubbed the “Butcher of the Dances." Inevitably she becomes embroiled in a world of sadism, 
depravity and horror. Had this story been filmed in Italy back in the 1 970s it would have been an excellent exam- 
ple of the giallo genre. As it is, it's an exceilent example of the graphic novei format. It’s filled with rich characters, 
a compelling story and plenty of twists and red herrings that will keep readers guessing until the last page. The 
story alternates from humour to horror to genuine warmth without missing a beat. This is brilliant storytelling and 
well worth seeking out. 


TWs coWecHon r^lnts the four-issue 
mini of Runes of Ragnan, chronicling the ad- 
ventures of Viking warrior EIdjarn and his blood- 
thirsty twin brother Gunnar, immortals whose 
lives span from the 9th 
to the 21 St century. The 
opening issues delve 
into the origins of the 
characters, as well as 
Eldjarn’s battles with 
the fire giant Surt, a vi- 
cious demon from hell 
that is determined to 
consume the planet. 
There is plenty of blood 
and gore mixed in with 
the standard sword and sorcery/occult fare, 
which should entertain fans of the genre but is 
unlikely to convert others. Part of this is due to 
the way information is presented to the reader. 
There’s a tremendous amount of exposition in 
these four issues, most of which is terribly con- 
fusing. I’m all for a world rich in back story and 
mythology, but it needs to be pre- 
sented without making one feel as if 
they've missed an entire comic series 
previous to this one. 

Joe Mumly f$ a hard-workfn^ 

cop driven by justice and the desire to 
see things through to the end. Oh, and 
he’s a zombie. But not a mindless, 
shambling, eat-eat-gnaw-gnaw zom- 
bie - at least not yet. Temporarily sa- 
tiating his hunger by (literally) 
chewing the perps he catches, Mundy 
is determined to solve the riddle of the 


zombie plague sweeping the city before he suc- 
cumbs to the inevitable. There’s a lot of poten- 
tial in Zombie Cop, most of it fuelled by Mundy’s 
inner struggle to remain somewhat civilized de- 
spite his outward appearance and his taste for 
human flesh. Unfortunately, this concept is 
never wrung for the pathos it deserves and the 
ending comes across as especially flat and an- 
ticlimactic. Not helping matters is Kudranski’s 
art, which, although compe- 
tent, can be confusing and 
repetitive. Perhaps worth a 
look for zombie freaks, but 
ultimately disappointing. 

Boom! presents tfree 

more stories set in H. P. Love- 
craft’s wacky universe, bun- 
dled together as Cthulhu 
Tales. In “Incorporation” 

(Christopher Sequeira and 
W. Chewie Chan), an ambi- 
tious and ruthless corporate accountant gets 
her assets handed to her; “The Invention” 
(Christine Boylan and Mil- 
ton Sobriero) sees three 
survivors of a nuclear holo- 
caust come to a desperate 
decision; and “Where Am 
I?” (Michael Alan Nelson 
and Aritz) continues the 
tale of a science experi- 
ment gone wrong. Like 
Lovecraft’s stories, these 
tales are filled with doom, 
despair and shenanigans 
not easily explained. If 


that’s your 
kind of thing. 

I’m sure you'll find much to enjoy in this ongo- 
ing anthology series. If, however, you’re like me 
and Lovecraft leaves you befuddled, simply look 
at the very pretty pictures and the nice imagery, 
scratch your head and move on to the next 
comic. 


The setting H the near future. 

For 50 years, the dead have refused to 
stay dead. No, in Hotwire: Requiem for 
the Dear/ we’re not talking zombies, but 
good old-fashioned ghosts. Sort of. 
Manifesting themselves as electromag- 
netic discharge, the “Blue Lights” have 
a habit of causing havoc with the living. 
Luckily there are people like Alice 
Hotwire around; she’s a detective exor- 
cist and has the necessary experience 
to easily handle the Blue Lights. But 
lately they haven’t been as easy to get 
rid of and don’t seem 
to be playing by the 
rules. A potentially 
confusing premise is 
clearly and concisely 
presented to readers, 
and the story unfolds 
at a good pace, al- 
lowing us to familiar- 
ize ourselves with the 
setting and charac- 
ters before all hell 
breaks loose (somewhat literally) at the issue’s 
climax, nicely setting up the mayhem for future 
issues. 







'“Tiie living 
legend of 
"Itternry 
ntaykem. 
Read iffin if 
yon dare!” 
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“Carton’s 
well-paced ' 
[horror novel 
reworks the 
werewolf 
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HAUNTED HEART; THE LIFE AND 
TIMES OF STEPHEN KING 

Lisa Rogak 
Thomas Dunne Books 

Writing a biography about a living person is al- 
ways risky; the fact that the subject is still breath- 
ing means the story is incomplete. And while few 
would disagree that Stephen King is the most no- 
tabie horror writer of our time, the question must 
still be asked: what new insight can be gleaned 
from the well-documented life of the author, who 
has already penned two outstanding tomes about 
himself (Danse Macabre and On Writing! 

Undeterred, Lisa Rogak (author of funeral- 
themed cookbook Death Warmed Over, RM#44) 
has peeled away King’s back story to expose its 
underbelly; the event, she argues, that defined 
the author, is his father Donald’s abandonment of 
his wife and sons in 1 949. Therein lies the thesis 
of Haunted Heart, and Rogak goes on to posit that 
the author’s body of work has essentially been 
about abandonment and its impact on families. 
Themes of abandonment and weak, sometimes 
brutal, parents abound in King’s stories, and his 
personal admission of his fear that he will be like 
his father, is given heavy play here. 

Much has been written about the Dickensian 
squalor King, his wife Tabitha and their children 
were living in when Carrie exploded onto the 
scene and propelled him to the forefront of pop- 
ular fiction. The years that followed his breakout 
success were marked by battles with drugs and 
alcohol, and the accident that almost claimed his 
life in 1999. These frequently discussed events’ 


may be old news to diehard fans, but Haunted 
still delivers, due to the inclusion of ample inter- 
views with King's friends and family, all of whom 
furnish a not-always-flattering portrait of the 
writer. Ultimately, King is a man still defined by 
his fears, and while writing them out may indeed 
release them, Rogak goes to not-always- 
successful lengths to demonstrate how the au- 
thor’s works are predominantly autobiographical. 
In fact, she seems to forget that sometimes a 
story is just a story. 

Still, Haunted Heart is likely to be the only bi- 
ography of the man we’ll see for some time, at 
least until the inevitable career evaluation that 
comes at the end of anyone’s life tale. That said, 
this book is perhaps best recommended to those 
unfamiliar but curious about King’s own haunted 
heart. 

BRAD ABRAHAM 

FILM BRAWL 

Brian Harris and Annie Riordan 

Wildside Cinema 

“Slipshod.” Not a nice word, but sadly apt for 
Film Brawl, subtitled “The Guide to Geek Cinema.” 
What’s geek cinema, you ask? Hard to say for 
sure. With no introduction or mission statement to 
clarify the authors’ criteria or contextualize their 
selections, a glance through the hundreds of titles 
included here would indicate ttie term broadly en- 
compasses horror, sci-fi, exploitation and action- 
thrillers, but the book frequently strays wildly off 
course. No one could dispute that Citizen Kane, 
Harold and Maude, Shrek, Finding Neverland, Into 
the Wild and Munich are all damn fine films, but 


do they belong here? (Clue: no.) Further compli- 
cating matters is the complete absence of James 
Bond, or anything by Russ Meyer or John Waters. 
In fact, it all smacks of an extremely labour-inten- 
sive yet unfocused vanity project. 

One intermittently applauds the authors’ can- 
dour (Carved: The Slit-Mouthed Woman has 
“more stinky, gaping holes than a fisting 
marathon”) and occasional insight (“Irreversible 
is a movie that should be seen by everybody, but 
maybe only once”), but their affection for Rob 
Zombie’s appalling Halloween remake is inexpli- 
cable, and our Dave Alexander is likely to declare 
fatwa on them for their unconscionable bashing 
of Evilspeak (“a shitty little cockroach of a film”). 
Keeping in mind that this review is based on an 
advanced reading copy. Film Brawts problems ex- 
tend far beyond a few disputable critiques; it’s a 
seething mass of factual and stylistic errors, as 
well as jaw-dropping content gaffes. For example, 
why review every Friday the 13thf\\m except Part 
2, and include the majority - but not all - of the 
We/Zra/ser sequels? They decry Doug Buck’s re- 
make of Sisters but can't be bothered to cover the 
original, and they flat-out give away endings for 
The Shawshank Redemption, Tarantula, Signs 
and more. Ass-clencher extraordinaire; the au- 
thors describe Unnatural & Accidental as taking 
place among “Vancouver’s Native American pop- 
ulation,” causing one to wonder what Vancouver’s 
Native Canadian population must think of this sud- 
den influx of immigrants. And for the last time, 
people, the rape scene in / Spit on Your Grave is 
not 40 minutes long! Not even close! 

Jeez, it’s all so, well, slipshod. There, I’ve said it. 

JOHN W. BOWEN 
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KILLER PIZZA 

Greg Taylor 

Feiwel and Friends 
Screenwriter Greg Taylor (Ju- 
manji) takes a stab at pen- 
ning a young adult novel with 
this monstrously fang-tastic 
story that follows fourteen- 
■ year-old Toby, an aspiring 
'■ chef who lands a job at Killer Pizza. The catch? 
The pizza joint is actually a cover for a covert or- 
ganization of monster-slayers, eager to take Toby 
into training. The verdict? Killer Pizza tastes like 
awesome - extra meaty, nice ’n’ cheesy. 

JESSA SOBCZUK 




The Dead Walk: Land of the Dead 

is one of the recent zombie movies 
discussed in this new edition. 








THE DEAD WALK 

Andy Black and Steve Earles 


SKELETON CREEK: 

: BOOK ONE 

Patrick Carman 

Scholastic Press 

:/ Skeleton Creek is designed 
to mimic the secret journal of 
: a bedridden teenager, injured 

■■ in an accident in a “haunted” 
factory. Readers are then 
: prompted to go online to download a series of 
' ... shaky, black and white videos that expose clues 
" ; to the mysterious happenings in the small town. 
,/ An enjoyable read (and watch) for Uie younger 
crowd, especially those kiddies looking for a re- 
^ ; ally good scare! 

LAST CHANCE UNCE 

THE HUNGER Of 
EMPTY VESSEIS 

Scott Edelman 
Bad Moon Books 
This threadbare tale from SCI 
FI Magazine editor Scott 
Edelman, about a man 
haunted by “emotional vam- 
pires,” would be better suited 
for inclusion in a collection of short stories than 
the less-than-40-page novella presented here. 
The personal demons that plague Portobello and 
his son Joey fail to frighten, and would likely be 
more comfortable hanging out with the skele- 
tons in your closet than any actual skeletons. 

JESSA SOBCZUK 




Noir Publishing 

Given the spectacular resurgence of zombie cinema in recent years, it’s entirely appropriate 
that British genre scribes Andy Black and Steve Earles should release an updated edition of their 
exhaustive overview of the subgenre, The Dead Walk (originally published in 2000). Indeed, 28 
Days/ Weeks Later, Shaun of the Dead, Fido,[REC], several new Romero efforts and, yes, even 
the reviled Resident Evil series all merit examination. 

As the authors assert in their introduction, they’ve intentionally cast their net very, very wide 
to make this survey as comprehensive as possible, and there’s nothing wrong with that. Hell- 
raiser, various mummy films. Phantasm and Jason and the Argonauts are hardly denizens of 
the zombie pantheon as we know it, but they do involve dead people getting up and walking 
around for one reason or another. The Evil Dead, From Beyond, Invasion of the Body Snatch- 
ers and Demons, on the other hand, categorically do not. 

Try as they might, Black and Earles can’t make any convincing connections between the 
zombie template and other popular horror/sci-fi themes such as demonic possession and alien 
invasion, and unfortunately, their leaps of logic don’t end there, it’s perfectly valid to seek out 
zombie themes in films outside the usual genres but the authors are looking in the wrong 
places. The James Bond film Live and Let Die does involve voodoo culture and imagery, but 
there’s nary a walking corpse in sight. Fahrenheit 451 and A Clockwork Orange simply don’t 
belong here by any stretch of the imagination: the impairment of ClockworKs anti-hero is nei- 
ther cognitive nor intellectual, but is instead a conditioned physical response that doesn’t alter 
his actual personality at all. (Ironically, this mars an otherwise fine critique of that film.) 

Lastly, a revised edition of any book is. by design, a chance to right many wrongs. Black and 
Earles would appear to be well-educated, and yet the appalling errors in both style and punc- 
tuation on every page here would make an English teacher’s head explode. Would it have killed 
them to hire a competent copy editor? Call me next time, guys - 1 work cheap. 

JOHN W. BOWEN 


PUTTING THE PIECES IN PLACE 

R.B. Russell 

Ex Occidente Press 

Students of the strange tale may already know Ray Russell as the publisher behind Tartarus 
Press, which has released definitive editions by distinguished authors such as Robert Aickman 
and Arthur Machen. Russell’s experience as a publisher has undoubtedly familiarized him with 
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AUTHOR SETH GRAHAME-SMITH DOES THE UNTHINKABLE AND TURNS JANE AUSTEN’S 

pummpiiEmmm an apocaltptic zombie novel. 
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ISS AUSTEN, I’VE TAKEN TOUR WfiENIOUS, TIMOESS MASTMCE 
ANO SOAKED IT IN A MIX OF BIND, ACTION, SEX AM) ABSURDITT,” 

says PMe and Prejudice and Zombies co-author Seth Grahame- 
Smith of how he would describe his unconventional mashup to Jane 
Austen, with whom he shares a credit on the book. The new novel {in 
stores May 13 from Quirk Books) combines Austen’s celebrated Victorian 
class drama with the modern concept of a zombie apocalypse. What's 
most surprising is how well the conceit actually works. 

“Credit for the concept belongs to my editor, Jason Rekuiak,” confesses 
Grahame-Smith, who also penned 2007’s Howto Survive a Horror Movie. 
“He’d been wanting to do a classic literature/horror mashup for a long 
time. He approached me with nothing but a 
title - Pride and Prejudice and Zombies- and 
I said, 'I think that's the greatest idea I’ve ever 
heard,’ and got right to work.”’ 

The book succeeds, in part, due to the care 
with which Grahame-Smith approached both 
the original 1 81 3 text and the horror story he 
crafted around it. He began by reading 
Austen’s novel twice and making copious 
notes, realizing right from the stait that this 
project needed careful plotting in order to en- 
sure the tale’s continuity. (“Who could I kill 
without writing myself into a corner?" he won- 
dered.) 

He also needed to toughen up Austen’s char- 
acters some so they could face the menace of 
a undead infestation. Yet, their personalities 
and much of the original dialogue remains in- 
tact. 

“Nothing’s changed in regards to their atti- 
tudes or purpose,” confirms Grahame-Smith. 

"Lizzy’s still headstrong and independent; 

Jane's still forgiving; Darcy’s still arrogant, and 
so on. What's changed is the way they express 
these traits. Instead of a sharp tongue, Eliza- 
beth uses a sharp sword. Instead of looking down on Elizabeth’s inferior 
social status, Lady Catherine looks down on her inferior fighting skills.” 

Despite boasting considerably more violence and a much higher body 
count than Austen’s comedy of manners, it plays out much the same, even 
with the many necessary tweaks. Mrs. Bennet continues to be solely con- 
cerned with marrying off her five daughters, even though her husband 
would rather see them fighting and surviving, the undead scourge. Eliza- 
beth Bennet still takes early affront to the manners of Mr. Darcy, and he 
still sabotages her sister’s courtship. However, the confrontation in which 
she accuses of him of this and other unsavory deeds has been amped up 


to include a knock-down, drag-out fight between the two. But, as in the 
Austen classic, he eventually realizes his error and saves her family’s ho- 
nour along the way - though this Mr. Darcy’s solution to the family’s trou- 
bles is far more badass and involves a crippling(!). 

“In terms of specific plot points, it’s hard to think of one that hasn’t 
been changed in some way,” says Grahame-Smith. “The first bail at 
Netherfield, the visit to Pemberiey, Wickham’s marriage scheme, Char- 
lotte’s marriage, Elizabeth’s confrontation with Lady Catherine . . . some- 
thing’s been altered or added on every page, and there are all-new scenes 
that run on for three, four or five pages at a time." 

Furthermore, no one in Austen’s masterwork is safe from the zombie at- 
tack and infection. There are deaths. The most no- 
table of these involves one of Pride and 
Prejudice's minor characters being bitten, thus 
beginning her slow, inevitable descent towards 
undeath, at which point her dutiful husband must 
decapitate her and burn her corpse. This is merely 
one example of how Grahame-Smith injected hor- 
ror into the work; many of the other tweaks are 
much more subtle, such as a character seeing a 
pile of corpses burning in the distance or hearing 
moans emanating from the woods. 

“The most challenging - and fun - part of writ- 
ing the book [was] making the original text and 
new text blend as seamlessly as possible, and 
contrasting the polite society of that era with the 
absolute mayhem going on around it,” says Gra- 
hame-Smith. “I don’t really know how to describe 
the process - it was just a matter of writing and 
rewriting until things sounded genuine. While I 
might write, The zombie bit his face, and blood 
flew everywhere,’ Jane Austen would have written 
The wretched unmentionable applied his teeth to 
the gentleman’s face with no shortage of alacrity, 
sending torrents of warm crimson as high as the 
chandeliers.”’ 

As to how people are reacting to this rethinking of one of literature’s most 
time-honoured classics, Grahame-Smith notes that most folks are intrigued 
by the premise, even a lot of academics, who one might suspect would 
cringe at this sort of thing. 

“Some of the people who are most excited to read the book are English 
professors and Austen fans,” confirms Grahame-Smith. "Yes, there are a 
few diehards out there who hate the idea on principle. Believe me, they let 
me know how they feel. I’ve been called a hack and a plagiarist, and the 
book’s been called a gimmick. My response is: ‘Of course it’s a gimmick. So 
what? Does that mean it can't be good?'” 
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MONSTROUS: 20 TALES OF 
GIANT CREATURE TERROR 

Ryan C. Thomas, ed. 

Permuted Press 

if you’ve ever met someone freakishly tall, like 
over seven feet, then you know your body does 
something weird the first time you stand near 
them. It wants to run. Seeing someone so big is 
shocking, and then your rational mind takes 
control and everything is okay again. That primal 
fear of creatures much larger than ourselves is 
taken for a ride in twenty different ways in Per- 
muted’s new collection of stories, and the re- 
sults are better than you might expect. 

After all, giant creature movies have a de- 
servedly bad reputation - for every Cloverfield 
there are a dozen Deep Blue Seas - and that 
prejudice is easy to carry with you into the book. 
While there’s a pulpiness to the tales, the en- 
tertainment factor 
is surprisingly high 
and a couple of the 
stories are flat-out 
excellent. 

A variety of ani- 
mals are enlarged 
here, although most 
of the authors have 
chosen creatures 
that already creep 
us out, even at their 
current size. Crabs, 
beetles and spiders 
all get blown out of proportion, as do lice and 
maggots. Several different species of fish are 
engorged to surprisingly effective results - the 
best of the bunch being Steve Alten’s “Lost In 
Time,” which has an amazing twist in its last 
line that keeps your mind working for an extra 
minute after you finish it. The strongest entry in 
the collection is Nate Kenyon’s "Keeping 
Watch,” which cleverly shrouds the creature in 
mystery, letting your imagination do the heavy 
lifting. His story, about the end of childhood in- 
nocence, the burden of guilt and a mysterious 
lake deep in the woods, sharply observes 
human nature and manages to be ominous and 
creepy without resorting to shock tactics, inter- 
estingly, both stories about giant humans (well, 
one human and one vampire) fall flat, although 
that has more to do with bad writing than with 
poorly conceived monsters. 

In the end, the feeling one gets from the book 
is awe towards nature, and a plea for humility 
on the part of humans. Time and again human 
hubris is rewarded with a giant pincer around 
the neck, and almost nobody, not even the pro- 
tagonists, makes it out unscathed. Monstrous 
drives home the message of Jurassic Park, still 
as relevant as ever: be humble, or nature will 
kick your ^s. 




both the strengths and weaknesses of genre fiction, and this 
awareness is on full display in his debut. Putting the Pieces in 
Place. 

The horrors in Russell’s five-story mini-collection are of the 
discreet variety, like the subtleties of a fine wine. Each tale to 
some degree features aesthetes exchanging the security of the 
everyday for undiscovered countries. The title story concerns a 
semi-recluse preoccupied with a deceased violinist. Already liv- 
ing in the musician’s old house, he sends a representative to 
Venice to retrieve a tape of her only known recording. This is 
certainly a ghost story, but one in which the ghost never mani- 
fests. Instead, Russell skillfully gives readers the impression of 
a presence. 

"In Hiding” is about an encounter between two Englishmen 
who have retired to a Greek island, each under a cloud of 
shame. This is another ghost story, and yet once again it isn’t. As with “Putting the Pieces in 
Place,” Russell leaves us with questions of perception, as evidenced in excerpts such as this 
one: “His mind uses a kind of logic of its own to understand the world, but it’s not one that makes 
sense to anyone else.” 

Readers are once again confronted with this question of subjective uncertainty in two other sto- 
ries in the collection. In “Eleanor,” an elderly author’s fictional character appears to him in the 
flesh at a SF convention. Here we see shades of Machen, whose fictions were also in the habit 
of entering the real world (i.e. The Three Impostors). 

Simply put, Russell deals in possibilities beyond the rational. In her afterword to Putting the 
Pieces in Place, Elizabeth Brown writes, “Ray Russell is fascinated by the way we can trick our- 
selves.” And as with renowned genre scribe Henry James, one might ask whether Russell is 
telling stories of the supernatural or of the psychological. In the end, it all comes down to per- 
ception and this superb collection illustrates how each of us has a different way of putting the 
pieces in place. 

BRIAN J. SHOWERS 

FATHOM 

Cherie Priest 

TOR 

It’s safe to say that many fantasy novels are horrific, just as many horror stories are fantastic, 
but rarely do you find a book so evenly divided between the two genres as Fathom, the fourth 
novel from Florida native Cherie Priest. Decidedly darker in tone than her earlier Southern Gothic 
outings, this apocalyptic thriller etches out its own genre-defying niche in modern horror fiction. 

In fact. Priest took ten years incubating this story before she 
developed it into the lusciously descriptive and alluringly in- 
triguing novel it is today. 

Steeped in rich Southern Gothic tradition, Faf/jom opens with 
a young woman named Nia (short for Apollonia) travelling to 
Florida to visit her grandmother and cousin Bernice. Raised on 
hard-labour at her family's orchard, and on her own for the first 
time, Nia finds herself drawn to the free-spirited but often vio- 
lent older girl. WBithin days of her Nia’s arrival, Bernice traps her 
in a plot of epic chaos. 

While Fathom starts out as a straightforward domestic mur- 
der story, it quickly swells into a supernatural tale about the 
mythological Leviathan and a Water Witch that wishes to rouse 
it - an act that will destroy the world as we know it, reforming 
Earth for a different kind of inhabitant. After Bernice is taken by the giant mermaid-like Water 
Witch and turned into a land-prowling, bloodthirsty shark woman, Nia herself is transformed into 
supernatural entity by a benevolent earthen monster named Mossfeaster, who tasks her with 
preventing Leviathan’s awakening. 

Mermaids and elemental monsters are usually relegated to more family friendly fare, but make 
no mistake, Fathom is laden with descriptive gore and jarring violence. That said, readers who 
don’t typically enjoy fantasy tales are not likely to be converted by this one. no matter how much 
blood Priest spills in the pages. For those who are more open to highly imaginative, genre-cross- 
ing works, however, there is much to recommend in this captivating and tastefully crafted tale 
of murder and sea monsters. 
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Our tour begins at the foot of the main lobby; a long 
hall of grand mirrors stares back at us as we proceed 
toward the auditorium of the lower theatre. The interior 
of the Elgin, with its glided wails and sumptuously em- 
bellished domed ceiling, retains much of its original Ed- 
wardian splendour. When it opened in 1913, it was 
known as the Loew’s Yonge St. and played “select photo- 
plays and Vaudeville." Opera boxes lining the side walls 
of the auditorium are adorned with cherubic and de- 
monic figureheads, which overlook ttie goid-leaf interior 
and the 1 500 wine-red seats facing the stage and cov- 
ered orchestra pit. 

As I notice finely detailed musical instruments etched 
onto the ceiling - itself a mirage of sorts considering an- 
other theatre rests above it - Richard spins his first 
ghostly yarn; he recalls the tale of a trombonist, early for 
a rehearsal, who met his demise by accidentally falling 
into the pit. On more than one occasion, employees have 
heard the funereal trump of a trombone while alone in 
the theatre; it’s not a sound you’d hear from one of the 
musicians rehearsing show tunes in the wings, but from 
a soul stuck between the wooden stage and the floor of 
the pit. 

It’s easy to scoff at a story like that. The cavernous 
hall of the Elgin might not creep you out when you’re 
among hundreds of spectators, but when the lights are 
low and you’re one of three or four people on the tour, the 
place takes on a different atmosphere altogether; the si- 
lence of such a large space, where one could hear a pin 
drop on stage from the upper mezzanine, can send a 
chill down your spine. 

On the left wing of that balcony many patrons have 
reported seeing the spectre of a man in a brown suit. 
Holding a matching derby to his chest, he’s been seen 
pacing the aisles, possibly waiting for a child who never 
returned home from a matinee. Gazing into the darkness 
of the mezzanine, its easy to imagine that impatient fig- 
ure. It now dawns on me that if any place in the city 
could - or should - feel haunted, this is it. 

Whether you believe in the supernatural or not, these 
theatres (which no longer show movies except during 
the Toronto International Rim Festival) had a tradition of 
premiering the latest horror films. They were the site of 
the Canadian premieres of Tod Browning’s long-lost Lon- 
don After Midnight (1 927), Freaks (1 932) and Mark of 
the Vampire {^9Z5). 

Upon returning to the lobby, Richard leads us to a 
great marble staircase on the north side of the entrance 
hall. Here the so-called “Lavender Lady” phantom has 
appeared on several occasions. She’s said to be a young 


woman in a yellow dress, circa 1 91 5, so named because 
of the scent of lavender noticeable upon her appariWon. 
Was she a patron who committed suicide after being 
scorned by a lover? A chorus girl cut from the final pro- 
duction? 

If you’re on the theatre’s regular tour, which usually 
hosts a large group of people, you can expect to climb up 
the staircase to an escalator leading to the Winter Gar- 
den, which is located seven stories above street-level. 
With Muddy York, we are treated to a ride in the building’s 
original, manually operated elevator. As it ascends, 
Richard explains that although it can’t run without some- 
one operating it from the inside, it’s been known to have 
moved, unmanned, from floor to floor on several occa- 
sions. 

We also learn that the complex was renovated in the 
late 1 980s with the addition of 65,000 square feet of 
extra rehearsal and corporate space. The modern addi- 
tions are obvious once you walk out onto the floor hous- 
ing the Winter Garden. This detracts from the old theatre’s 
dream-like ambience, but that feeling quickly returns as 
you step into the Winter Garden itself. 

Having opened a few months after the theatre below 
it, the Winter Garden is - as its name implies - a vener- 
able rooftop garden. A painted ceiling above its stage 
mimics a dusky sky, complete with vibrant clouds re- 
calling the work of American painter Maxfield Parrish, 
and the support beams masquerade as trees. The walls 
and opera boxes are covered with artificial vines and 
flowers. In its heyday, it was patronized by the upper 
crust, those willing to pay a premium to sit in this unique 
space for its single daily show, even though the same 
show or film played downstairs at a cheaper rate. 

What’s truly unique about the upstairs space, however, 
is that it was once entombed as a true ghost theatre. In 
1 928, with the popularity of vaudeville in steady decline, 
the owners decided to close the Winter Garden rather 
than wire it for the imminent arrival of sound films. A 
large wall was erected to block that grand marble stair- 
case and, once physical access to the place was denied, 
the theatre’s existence soon faded from public memory. 
It would remain in this limbo for almost six decades. 

In 1987 when the two-and-a-half year restoration 
project began, those who first entered the space must 
have felt a chill; what we see today is afar cry from the 
dilapidated ruin they uncovered. The seats were gone, 
the floor covered in debris from years of neglect Dozens 
of props and set pieces from the vaudeville era littered 
the stage. Some were rotting and in a serious state of 
disrepair; friey conjure up images of a perpetual spook 


■ ocated in one of Toronto’s busiest shopping dis- 

■ tricts, the Elgin & Winter Garden theatres’ glrt- 
tering facades have ornamented Yonge St. for 
nearly a century - ample time to develop a 

ghostly atmosphere, and harbour a few dark secrets. 

The distinct double-decker theatre is the only extant 
example of its kind, with the Winter Garden perched atop 
the Elgin. Since it’s featured in every tourist brochure of- 
fered in the city, it’s easy to dismiss this place as merely 
the host of the latest Broadway-style production. But 
what makes the Elgin & Winter Garden a curious attrac- 
tion is its supernatural reputation. Throughout the years, 
employees and patrons alike have reported experienc- 
ing strange phenomena, curiosity about which led to the 
booking of a private tour. 

Ontario Heritage Trust, its owner since 1 981 , offers 
weekly tours of the building, but those wanting a more in- 
timate and creepier look at the aging space should take 
the one offered by Muddy York, a local company with 
walking tours that focus on Toronto’s curious history of 
mayhem and the macabre. This was my preference, and 
as I entered the building I was greeted by Richard Fi- 
ennes-Clinton, Muddy York’s principal guide. 



Tour photos By Melissa Fuhr. 
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show playing to an otherworldly audience after it was aban- 
doned all those years ago. 

Restoring the Winter Garden was no easy feat. The silk 
flowers lining the faux botanical setting drooped with dust, 
and nearly two generation’s worth of errant chimney soot had 
blackened the hand-painted wall art. These walls were 
cleaned using small balls of raw bread dough - a technique 
used to clean historical documents - which lifted the grime 
without damaging the artwork beneath. 

And what of those rnissing seats? They were apparently 
sold during the 1 950s - to whom, no one really knows - but 
their replacements bear another morbid his- 
torical link. The seats now lining the floor of 
the Winter Garden come from the Biograph 
Theatre in Chicago, the building where John 
Dillinger saw his final film before being shot 
by the FBI in 1934. 

One of the highlights of the tour is visiting 
the old projection booth, a musty enclosure 
which seems to have avoided the restoration 
altogether. By climbing a ladder through a 
trapdoor and pulling yourself into the booth, 
your eyes slowly adjust to the darkness. The 
lights do not work, so only a beam from 
Richard’s flashlight reveals the decaying 
props and stacks of playbills from old pro- 
ductions. The window ftirough which the 
projector once flickered is boarded up. cov- 
ered by the foliage lining the walls of the ftie- 
atre. An open area in the floor near the 
middle of the room makes it quite a danger- 
ous place; take a wrong step and you’re liable to fall ftirough 
and break your neck, joining the chorus of ghosts we’ve just 
heard about. 

The backstage of the Winter Garden is our final stop. Be- 
hind the high firewall is a fully restored dressing room, boast- 
ing gaslight fixtures, a travel trunk containing period 
costumes and many other relics of a bygone era. As you leave 
the backstage area you'll see a silent film projector that was 
salvaged during the restoration, sectioned off by a red velvet 
rope. 

After passing through a fire door leading to a few narrow 
passageways, our visit is officially over. As we return to ftie 
lobby, Richard mentions one of his other Toronto tours that 
cater to history buffs and horror fans alike: Bloody York: Crime 
& Punishment. Visiting sites of famous murders, dismember- 
ments and public executions in the 1 75-year-old city is a 
much more gruesome affair than visiting the Elgin & Winter 
Garden, yet I suspect it lacks the dark, antiquated charm with 
which this atmospheric theatre centre simply oozes. ^ 


Ontario Heritage Trust conducts tours of die Elgin & Win- 
ter Garden Jdeatres every Thursday at 5 p.m. and Saturday 
at 11 a. m. Admission is Si 0. For more information on Richard 
Fiennes-Clinton’s tour visit muddyyorktours.com. 
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CAT IN THE BRAIN (199D) 

Starring Lucio Fulci. David L. Thompson 
and Jeoffrey Kennedy 
Written and directed by Lucio Fulci 
Grindhouse 
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about his visions, but the dx is a psychotic quack 
who uses the filmmaker’s plight to cover his own 
acts of murder. The rest of the narrative is com- 
prised of Fulci being overwheimed in odd situa- 
tions and experiencing scenes taken from Touch 
of Death anti Sodoma's Ghost {\988), as well as 
films made by other directors, with the psychia- 
trist popping up on occasion to commit a murder. 
But what this film lacks in cohesion it more than 
makes up for with an almost non-stop parade of 
gore! Scenes include a woman getting her head 
bashed in with a stick until her eye pops out, an- 
other woman’s face melting in an oven, a child 
being decapitated(!), and, in the most hilarious 
scene, Fulci repeatedly running over a man with 
his Mercedes until the victim’s torso is a bloody 
pulp! 

The image quality here is flawless and pre- 
sented in anamorphic widescreen, but the real 
gold lies In the outstanding extras, particularly 
two priceless 40-minute interview segments 
with Fulci conducted by Italian network RAi in 
1995. Fulci talks in remarkably self-aggrandiz- 
ing depth about his work in thrillers and .his 
early career in television, This is the Fulci I 
wanted to know! Other extras include a lengthy 
interview with Halsey, text bios and filmogra- 
phies, Fulci’s Fangoria convention appearance, 
and loads of clips and trailers. Viva Fulci! 


I’ve been a slavering Fulci fanboy ever since a 
chance rental of The House by the Cemetery 
back in 1 983. This was my introduction to Fulci 
and the greater joys of spaghetti splatter. In hind- 
sight, it was something of a life-altering event, 
the first tentative steps down a path that led me 
to this place. Prior to this, I had never really con- 
sidered the person beneath the “directed by” 
credit before, nor actively sought out other films 
by that person. 

It took more than decade of dogged legwork 
to see an appreciable body of Fulci's work - 
video releases were spotty and hard to come by. 
But 1 persevered. My research accelerated ex- 
ponentially when I got access to the internet in 
1995 and just when I found a group of Fulci fans 
who shared my passion and helped me expand 
my video library, the man passed away. 

However, my love for his films did inadvertently 
make its way to his family. In an otherwise in- 
nocuous post to the althorror news- 
group in 1998, I remarked that 
“watching a Fulci film is like putting 
on your favourite old jeans.” Imagine 
my delight when it drew a reply from 
his daughter Antonella: “Yes! That’s it! 

Thank you!” This is why I think the 
long-anticipated DVD of Un gatto nel 
cervello {released here as Cat in the 
Brain) is the most significant release 
of a Fulci film yet. 

That said, Fulci's career was well in 
the toilet by the time he made this 
film. The Italian industry had been in 
decline for a number of years, and 
while he was still working regularly, 
he couldn’t raise a budget worth a damn. His 
work after the mid-’80s could charitably be de- 
scribed as “interesting,” notably those films he 
made with actor Brett Halsey, including the 1986 
psychosexual thriller The Devil's Honey {re\easeti 


on VHS in Canada as Dangerous Obsession) and 
the homicidal black comedy Touch of Deatt (1988) 
- parts of which figure prominently in Cat in the 
Brain. 

Fulci, who made cameo appearances in a num- 
ber of his earlier films, stars here as... Fulci. The 
plot: his busy shooting schedule and the gory na- 
ture of his films are taking a toll, and hallucina- 
tions of murder and 
mayhem are beginning to 
plague even the most 
mundane events of his 
daily life. In the brilliant 
opening sequence, Fulci 
wraps a scene he’s film- 
ing and goes for lunch to 
a nice restaurant. When 
the waiter offers him a 
filet, he envisions a scene 
from Touch of Death in 
which Halsey’s character 
dines on a hunk of meat 
hacked from a woman’s 
leg; when presented with 
steak tartar, he sees another segment from the 
scene in which flesh is run through a meat grinder. 
This becomes the template for the rest of the film. 

The plot is admittedly flimsy and awkward. 
Fulci consults a psychiatrist (David L. Thompson) 
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DEATHSTALKER 11/ soun™ 
CHOPPING MALL 

Chuck Ctrino 
BSX 

The latest in BSX's limited Chuck 
Cirino retrospectives pairs scores 
from two Jim Wynorski films that are 
deeply saturated in the synth-pop 
sound of the ’80s. Deathstalker 11 \s 
the best (and shortest) of the couplet 
because it shows off Ciri no’s tongue- 
in-cheek yet beautifully orchestrated 
nods to Ennio Morricone’s spaghetti 
western scores. Besides the obliga- 
tory wailing in the funky title track, 
there’s some really witty use of 
woodwind emulations, and the strut- 
ting title theme is given several 
colourful variations. Chopping Mall is 
more rock-synth, and is filled with 
plenty of vintage shimmering metal- 
lic sounds and chiming keyboards. 
The dominance of percussion tends 
to subjugate any theme restate- 
ments, and the strong reliance on se- 
quencers means the score is likely to 
be appreciated by fans of fun, synth- 
heavy '80s fare, even though neither 
soundtrack particularly bristles with 
edgy horror. MRH XXX 



DRACULA VS. sowiffmAoc 
FRANKENSTEIN 

William Lava 

Elysee Productions 

William Lava’s super-short score 
(about 22 mins.) to this 1971 film is 


more interesting as an example of a 
veteran composer well-versed in the 
orchestral shock conventions of the 
’40s and ’50s evoking his own clas- 
sic Universal horror sounds with 
some contemporary sweetening. The 
“Title Theme,” for example, is full of 
brooding brassiness and subtle elec- 
tric bass, while the other mono cues 
contain eerie keyboards, marimba 
and primal electronica. But it’s the 
longest cut, “Cue 5,” that really 
shows off Lava’s classical training. 
Another short orchestral fugue is very 
reminiscent of Miklos Rozsa, but di- 
rector Al Adamson’s severe lack of 
budget (and prolonged reshoots) did- 
n't leave much money for Lava to 
write a sizeable score. Still, this CD 
will undoubtedly appeal to fans of 
both Adamson and classic horror, as 
there’s aiso alternate tracks and 
edits, a heavily illustrated booklet and 
superb audio liner notes by film pro- 
ducer Sam Sherman. MRH 



LUGOSI' SmiNUTKAEK 

HOLLYVi/OOD'S DRACULA 

Art Greenhaw 
and Gary Don Rhodes 

Greenhaw Records 

In 1997, the documentary film Lu- 
gosi: Hollywood's Dracula garnered 
positive reviews from fans and crit- 
ics, but due to legal complications it 
vanished from shelves soon after. 
More than a decade later, the film’s 
unusual soundtrack CD has risen 
from the grave. Composer Art Green- 
haw and collaborator Gary Don 
Rhodes’s fusion of creepy music and 
macabre archival audio provide 
plenty for horror fans to sink their 
teeth into. There are re-“vamped” 
versions of classical music associ- 
ated with the cloaked character 
(“Swan Lake”), original surf-influ- 
enced compositions (“A Hunchback 


Named Ygor”) and a wealth of sel- 
dom-heard radio shows featuring Lu- 
gosi in all his vampiric splendour, but 
the standout performance is his duet 
with Boris Karloff that has the two 
horror icons singing a spooky ditty ti- 
tled "We’re Terrible Men.” While not a 
horror soundtrack in the traditional 
sense, Lugosi fans won’t be disap- 
pointed by this campy tribute to Hol- 
lywood’s most beloved Dracula. 
MARSm^ 



QNETHIRTYEIGHT 

London Transmissions 


MYSPACE.COM/ONETHiRTYEIGHTMUSlC 

London Transmissions is the most ac- 
complished release to date from the 
weirdest band to ever name them- 
selves after a Misfits song. This UK 
outfit has been freaking out the Audio 
Drome for years with absurd sound- 
and-sample-based releases, but on 
its first-ever full-length, OneThir- 
tyEight has created a legitimate mu- 
sical experience - one that is eerie. 


hypnotic and completely insane. Be- 
ginning with two noise tracks, the 
album then takes listeners into a 
nightmarish world, which includes a 
surgical diary narration, lounge-jazz 
elements, acoustic guitar, gothic 
piano and a seemingly endless sup- 
ply of background noise effects and 
musical twists. The music here is 
highly visual and, as such, OneThir- 
tyEight has created a series of 
bizarre and surreal videos for several 
of the tracks. Creep over to the 
band’s MySpace page to get the full 
nightmare experience. AVL 



ALEX MACHINE sanr 

Killer Formula 

Doomed Recording 

While the name reminds me more of 
a robot character from an old Astro 
Soy rerun than something worth cov- 
ering in Audio Drome, Alex Machine is 
all about sand-caked surf-blues with 
echo aplenty, die occasional theremin 
accent and an agonized vocal drawl 
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CARCASS 

Symphonies Of Sickness Deluxe Reissue 

Earache 

Only idiots argue that Liverpool's Carcass didn't 
beget the goregrind movement, or would refuse 
to admit that the band’s second opus, Sym- 
phonies of Sickness, is deserving of the royal 
treatment. That honour comes in die form of this 
twin-gatefold digipak, complete with updated ftitl-colour artwork (Including the 
oft-banned original cover), as well as six previously unreleased demo tracks and 
an insightful ^-minute documentary DVD titled The Pathologist's Report Part II: 
Propagation. It’s a fine update to this classic clashing of bellows, shrieks, dis- 
tortion and redefinition of the term “allegro.” It also pays proper respect to tracks 
such as “Excoriating Abdominal Emanation,” “Swarming Vulgar Ma^ of Infected 
Virulency” and “Embryonic Necropsy and Devourment” that instigated the whole 
morbid medical textbook theme. Sadly though, remastering is futile, as it re- 
veals the source tape limitations instead of offering better sound. Otherwise, 
this is the perfect revisit to a timeless classic. KC 
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A P.MR OF SOUNDTRACK5 
FOR THE LATEST UNDERWORLD 
MOVIE CLAW THEIR WAY TO CD. 


FULL MOON MUSIC 


UNDERWORLD: RISE DFTHELYCANS 

Various Artists 

Lakeshore Records 

Underworld fans have come to expect a 
dark, frenetic soundtrack to accompany 
the films, and they wron’t be disappointed 
by this collection of moody, puisating, 
electro-industrial tunes that would be 
right at home on any self-respecting vampire or werewolf’s iPod. Pro- 
duced by former Nine Inch Nails bassist Danny Lohner, this compila- 
tion of sixteen mostiy remixed ciub tracks kicks off with an impressive 
JLE dub mix of Puscifer’s “Lighten Up Francis," then immediately 
swirls down into a melodic Renhoider rework of The Cure’s sensual 
love anthem “Underneath the Stars," featuring sultry backing vocals 
by actress/singer Milla Jovovich. The remaining songs are a unique se- 
iection of reworked tunes by such artists as Perry Farrell, The 
Deftones, AFi and Alkaline Trio, but the standout track has to be the 
Wes Borland/Renholder remix of William Controi's “Deathclub,” which 
will surely become a new goth anthem for legions of black-clad, 
shoegazing vampire wannabes. LCL %%%$: 


Iunderv/orlD 


UNDERWORLD: RISE OETHELYCANS 

Paul Haslinger 

Lakeshore Records 

Paul Haslinger returns to the Underworld 
franchise with a broad orchestral-elec- 
tronic score that tries to give extra cre- 
dence to the concocted back story for all 
the conflicts central to the first two films, 
it's a solid mix of synthetic shrills, bassy strings and industrial percus- 
sion for the action scenes (“PerAspera Ad Astra” is particularly punchy), 
and while Haslinger does balance this out with a few sombre cues and 
an occasional recap of his brief heroic theme, there's just no edge to 
the score. Its sonic scope never rises above a familiar melange of or- 
chestra! hybrid writing that permeated many 'SOs action soundtracks. 
It's not a Hans Zimmer knock-off by any means, yet Hasiinger's skill lies 
in folding together unconventional rhythms, and milking the power of 
specially selected instruments. Espousing to be mythically grandiose, 
Rise of the Lycans ends up being dramatically mundane. MRH 


UNDERWORLD 


a la Lux Interior. Furthermore, while 
the band sings about such things as 
haunted drive-ins (“Terror in the 
Isles”) and embalming (“Mortuary 
Man"), there are a lot of extra little 
production touches added here, in- 
cluding cackling crows, thunder 
claps, etc. So, if you dig your surf licks 
with a bluesy edge and dipped in 
sticky red reverb, you might just get a 
kick out of Killer Formula. TD 



DEAD VAMPIRES 

The Day After Haiioween 

Robot Monster 

On The Day After Halloween, SeaVie’s 
Dead Vampires go back to the old 
standards - Ramones and Misfits - 
for horror punk inspiration, but also 
sweeten things up with a deliciously 
fuzzed-out garage sound and a moog 
synthesizer/theremin player (who 
wears a Dracula mask). The formula 
works because the band manages to 
sound both rockingly familiar - par- 
ticularly on the ’50s-inspired tunes 
“Dead End Drive-in” and “Dead and 
Blue” - and totally unique at the same 
time. Though the lyrical themes tend 
to stick to horror movies, like every- 
thing else with this band, there’s a 
zest that separates it from the pack. 
Take, for instance, this playful lyric 
from “Abra Cadaver”: “Something’s 
gone so very wrong/An army of lost 
animated cadavers are pissing all 
over our front lawn.” Campy, clever, 
but never cute. Dead Vampires’ soph- 
omore effort will satisfy your Hal- 
loween candy sweet tooth and your 
blood lust too. AVLl;^^^ 



GRUESOME BUYS ™ 

Songs From the End of the Rope 

Robot Monster 

Following up their 2006 debut Songs 
To Get Burled To, the Gruesome Boys 
continue in a similarly morbid vein 


with Songs From the End of die Rope. 
The sound here is difficult to describe; 
it’s a little bit emo and a little old 
school hardcore (very similar to The 
Freeze, in fact) with a dash of ’70s 
trash rock a la New York Dolls, and 
absolutely nothing like your typical 
horror punk routine. Melancholy per- 
meates the album, even as the band 
wavers between a progressive use of 
horror imagery and basic preten- 
tiousness. While it’s nice to see a 
group come up with another way to 
invoke a horror vibe in their music, 
rather than simply reciting movie 
plots, lyrics such as “The blackest veil 
won’t hide death dancing in your 
eyes” make it difficult to keep a 
straight face. Still, lame liner notes 
dedicated to a mean high school 
teacher aside, there is a certain ma- 
turity to Songs From the End of the 
Rope that’s not found on most horror 
punk records. Meaning that, in some 
ways, this is just the kind of departure 
from the norm that the genre needs. 

avl 




ROSE FUNERAL 

The Resting Sonata 

Metal Blade 

Rose Funeral’s sophomore effort and 
Metal Blade debut is sadly typical. Not 
just for them, but for gore/death 
metal as a whole. The songs about 
maiming and dismemberment are 
shrug-inducingly flaccid, and tracks 
such as “Created to Kill” and “Em- 
balming the Masses,” which should 
be inspiring for their cryptic atmos- 
phere. fail due to the unintelligible 
delivery of their meathead lyrics, be- 
coming little more than grinding 
dirges of technical distortion and re- 
tread concepts. It wears deeper the 
rut established by Broken Hope and 
Cannibal Corpse; bellow about vari- 
ous ways to spiii blood ad nauseum. 
Factor in drums that are so over-pro- 
duced that they sound like mechan- 
ical hammering on tin sheets, and 
even the band’s intimations of black 
metal via one-note speed riffs and 
occasional raspy caterwauling does 
little to propel Rose Funeral towards 
anything remotely interesting. KG $= 






Day of the Dead, a woman awakens 
: fm -;— in a stark white room; she rises and 
slowly approaches the wall in front of 
her, which is barren save for a calendar. As she 
reaches for it, dozens of undead hands burst from 
the wall, jolting the audience before it’s ail re- 
vealed to be a dream. It remains one of ttie most 
surreal, memorable and sublimely artistic se- 
quences of the filmmaker’s career, and if it could 
somehow be translated into a pure audio format, 
it would probably sound a lot like fellow Pittsburgh 
natives Zombi. 

The band’s name is a dead (or perhaps undead) 
giveaway. Taking their moniker from hie European 
cut of Romero’s epic zombie film Dawn of the 
Dead, the duo - comprised of Steve Moore and 
A.E. Patema - has produced music that’s largely a 
homage to Italian prog rock group Goblin, the out- 
fit not only famous for scoring classic Argento 
films, but also for providing the soundtrack for the 
aforementioned Zombi. 

"Dawn of the Dead obviously was a big influ- 
ence, as were the scores for Let Sleeping Corpses 
Lie, Burial Ground, The Thing, Halloween III and 
Gates of Hell,” says Moore. “These are decent 
movies with exceptional, unconventionaf scores. It 
also blows my mind to think of the decisions John 
Carpenter made when scoring movies like Chris- 


tine and The Fog. This is what appeals to me: the 
process through which synthesizers came to rep- 
resent the sound of impending doom.” 

While Zombi’s early works, notably a self-re- 
leased EP in 2002, were kitschy, Goblin-esque ex- 
cursions into frenetic keyboard soundscapes, the 
band took an evolutionary turn into epic space- 
rock territory with its Relapse Records debut Cos- 
mos (2004), followed by the even 
more grandiose Surface to Air 
(2006). These albums completed 
the marriage between ’70s horror 
music and the band's sci-fi scope, 
solidifying its fanbase in the 
process. On the iatest Relapse ef- 
fort, Spirit Animal, the group takes 
its distinctive electronic sound to 
new sonic heights. 

“Since signing to Relapse, i 
think we’ve been writing music 
more inspired by Vangeils soundtracks and Carl 
Sagan documentaries than Lucio Fulci and Dario 
Argento movies,” Moore admits. "Spirit Animal to 
me is an attempt to step away from sci-fi/space 
rock into symphonic prog territory.” 

The album is indeed a beast ail its own. Al- 
though the style of Goblin, Carpenter and Tanger- 
ine Dream still looms large, it’s less doom-laden 
than previous efforts. The sound is like a vast wall 
of synttiesizers, occasionally worn down by psy- 


chedelic beats and a pulsating bass guitar. 
"Through Time,” the album’s standout track, is a 
long journey into creepy effects and slow-building 
suspense, clocking in at a staggering seventeen 
minutes. 

Moore feels that the album is their best effort 
yet, mainly because it offers a more refined sound. 
“Personally, I think it crushes anything we’ve done 
so far. It’s bigger and more 
dynamic than Cosmos, and 
the songwriting is far more 
advanced than Surface To 
Air. The tone is lighter - more 
suitable for contemplation 
than for decapitation.” 

It begs the obvious ques- 
tion: is the band going to fol- 
low in the Carpenter/Gobiin 
tradition and actually score a 
horror film anytime soon? 
Surprisingly, Moore scoffs at the idea, suggesting 
that Zombi’s style of prog rock has moved beyond 
its roots of simply setting the mood for horror 
films. 

“I’d rather reshoot some of the films to better fit 
the soundtracks! In the beginning we thought it 
would be great fun to score movies as a band, but 
in the end I think we realized it’s more fun writing 
our own original music in the style of a sound- 
track.” 
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Another House of the Dead game?!? Wait, 
the good news is that this one actually kicks 
ass! It’s hard to believe that it was 1 996 when 
the original HotD appeared, spawning three 
sequels and two abysmal movies. Overkill is a 
prequel to all of those; set in 1991, it takes 
place just before the shit hit the fan and the walking dead took over Earth. 
Fans of the series will be glad to know that hard-boiled, foul-mouthed de- 
tective Isaac Washington and the rookie special agent known only as “G" 
are once again teamed-up to battle the deadites, but this time they've 
also got a wise-cracking stripper named Lola Guns on their side. 

The game is divided into seven episodes, which are introduced through 
grainy cut-scenes, that push the retro/grindhouse look to the max (and 
are set to some seriously thumpin’ guitar). Gory, head-exploding battles 
ensue across the well-designed environments, which include a prison, a 
hospital, the bayou and even a creepy circus where back-flipping clowns 
come at you with razor-sharp teeth. 

This is the kind of shooter that plays exceptionally well on the Wil. 
where players use the remote to aim and fire at an endless onslaught of 
zombies, which come at you from a continually changing first-person 
POV. 


Overkill is definitely the scariest, most exciting and most profane HotD 
game yet, and it sets the bar for any new sequels. Hell, not even Uwe 
Boll could fuck this one up! 



DEAD REIGN 

RPG Sourcebook 

Palladium Books 

The zombie-based RPG is a seldom seen 
creature, which is quite odd considering 
the overwhelming popularity of the life-de- 
ficient skinbags. Dead Reign puts an end 
to that oversight by offering an astound- 
ingly in-depth look at the zombie apoca- 
lypse from its mysterious beginnings to 
every facet of the chaos that ensued. 

Players can effectively utilize this sourcebook to create characters try- 
ing to survive in a world dominated by the dead. Each type of zombie, 
from the slow, shuffling Sloucher to the terrifying Fast Attack Zombie - 
who can pounce on you with superior speed - is detailed, as are the best 
ways to defend yourself against them. 

Weighing in at an astounding 224 pages, the book features plenty of 
gory black and white illustrations, a comprehensive list of weapons, 
equipment and transportation, as well as some easy-to-follow rules to 
help you put the undead in the ground for good. 
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The main problem with video games re- 
leased at the same time as their cinematic 
counterparts is that they’re usually rushed and 
inevitably pale in comparison. Such is the case 
with Coraline, based on the brilliantly creepy 
book by Neil Gaiman. 

As the title character, players investigate the 
macabre Other World she has discovered while exploring her house. Along 
the way, you must complete a seemingly endless number of mind-numb- 
ing missions, such as collecting apples, stacking boxes or flipping pan- 
cakes. At least she also has to avoid hordes of red-eyed rats and her Other 
Mother, who wants to sew buttons onto her eyes. 

Coraline ultimately fails because it doesn’t live up to the standard that 
gamers, adults and children alike, are used to. The scares are scant, the 
graphics are dated, even by PS2 standards, and the controls are clunky. 
Honestly, if a game was ever In desperate need of a chainsaw, this is it! 
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eforethe 1959 compilation of horror film music, Themes Horror Movies, 
■■ genre fans had very little access to soundtrack sounds. Those who pined to 
hear Herman Stein’s now classic three-note Creature theme (8AH-BAH- 
i BAHHH!) from Creature From the Black Lagoon (1954) or James Bernard’s 

S vertiginous Dracula theme (BAHHHH... BAH-BAH!) from Hammer's genre-altering Hor- 
ror of Dracula (1 958) could do so only by revisiting these films in local cinemas and 
: drive-ins, or by seeing tiiem on television. 

I Then something truly extraordinary began to happen to horror fandom across the 
I USA; a new monster kid culture emerged. Themes for Horror Movies is directly linked 
i to ttiis phenomenon. The late-1 950s saw unprecedented growth in the production of 
\ monster films (52 horror films where produced in 1957). Arriving at the tail end of the 
j Eisenhower/McCarthy era. with its right-wing witch hunts and Cold War fears, these 
: films reflected the very real anxieties of foreign invasion and nuclear testing. 

The monster boom also led to 8ie launch of Famous Monsters of Fiimland'm 1958, 
edited by the grandfather of ail genre fans, Forrest J Ackerman. Readers began to no- 
ji tice advertisements for a compilation of monster film scores by Dick Jacobs and his Or- 
j- chestra on Coral Records. For the first time readers could listen to their favourite scores 
in their own living rooms! The compilation boasted themes from an unprecedented 
twelve films and six different composers: Herman Stein's This Island Earth (1 955) and 
It Came from Outer Space (1 953); Henry Mancini’s The Creature Walks Among Us 
(1956); Hans Salter's Son of Dracu/a (1943) and The Mole People (W5Qy. plus themes 

I -: from rarar?h//a (1955), House of Frankenstein {t9A4), The Deadly Mantis 0957), The 

Incredible Shrinking Man (1 957), Revenge of the Creature (1 955), as well as the afore- 
mentioned Horror of Dracula and the Creature from the Black Lagoon. 

Dick Jacobs (pictured above) began his career doing arrangements for Tommy 
Dorsey, the great jazz musician of the swing era, and ended it arranging music for the 
. -f- Cuban-infused jazz work of Xavier Cugat. Jacobs’ experience with jazz really 

\ ; shines through on the Horror Movies compilation, especially on his work for 



faithftjl to the film scores. Shrinking Man in particular is infused with assaultive jazzy 
punctuations only hinted at in the original material. Others are peppered with sound 
effects, screams and cackling, such as the exquisite rendering of Hans J. Salter’s 
“Main Theme” from Son of Dracula, which opens the album. 

You may have heard this record; it was re-released by Varese Sarabande under the 
title Themes From Classic Science Fiction, Fantasy and Horror Films as an LP in 
1 978 and again as a CD in 1 993. But one very important classic element is missing 
from those re-releases, which makes the 1 959 Coral LP such a product of its time: 
the voice work by Bob McFadden. In 1959, McFadden had recorded “The Mummy" 
(“I’m a mummy - 1 scare people!”), available on the album Songs our Mummy Taught 
Us. which became a minor novelty hit that year. 

On the Coral LP, McFadden does typical Lugosi/Karloff/Lore/Price imitations that 
would be considered cheesy today: "See The Mole People....'fou'\\ dig it the most and 
they’ll dig you too!” But in the iate-1950s, his voice-over silliness would have been 
right in line with the “sick humour” routine of subversive comedian Lenny Bruce. 
Bruce popularized a whole comedy schtick based on Dracula called “Enchanting 
Transylvania,” which started a whole monstrous humour revolution. “Sick humour” 
was a way to deal with the heaviness of the Cold War era, and monster culture was 
its new resting place. Monster cards, TV hosts, magazines, TV shows were ail part of 
this tend, as was the Themes from Horror Movies compilation. 

Themes from Horror Movies was the Holy Grail of monster music lovers in the 
1 960s and has become a landmark for lovers of horror film scores ever since. Joe 
Dante (who was thirteen-years-old when the album was released) used the orches- 
trations by Dick Jacobs years later for his loving tiibute to William Castie in Matinee 
(1993). 

While the compilation might have been released during the monster boom as 






NINE-AND-THREE-QUARTER-INCHES OE 
RON JEREMY IS ON THE LOOSE 


In a comic homage to “Alien” and “The Thing,” 
the cast and crew of an adult film, stranded in 
a blizzard, must band together against a mysterious 
and deadly alien, that has possessed the actor with 
the biggest part - RON JEREMY. Now, with the 
monster on a killing spree, the race is on to trap 
and destroy it before it seeds the planet as only 
it can. 
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NAPIER 


ONE EYED MONSTER 


STARRING 

Ron Jeremy (The Surreal Life, The Boondock Saints) 
Amber Benson (Buffy the Vampire Slayer) 

Charles Napier (Silence of the Lambs, Austin Powers) 
^eronica Hart (Magnolia, Boogie Nights) 

^t^rmen Hart (2007 Exotic Performer of the Year) 
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